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A few dashes lend an exquisite aromatic flavor to champagne, sherry and all liquors. 
A delightful addition to soda water or lemonade. Indispensable on every sideboard. 
Notice the name Dr. Siegert and refuse all harmful imitations and domestic substitutes 
of the genuine Angostura Bitters, manufactured only by Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT 
Sold by all first-class grocers and druggists. 
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Worlds Bert Tonic 
Imported from Trinidad B.W1. 


Unrivaled appetizing tonic and stomach corrective, recommended by physicians. 
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The acquired skill and experience of nearly 
forty years, together with the facilities of one 
of the most complete manufacturing plants in 
existence, and the confidence which an unques- 
tioned financial and commercial strength impart, 
are the underlying causes of the success of the 


Kranich § Bach Pianos 


There can POSITIVELY be no better piano 
produced than what we are making, 


We invite comparison with any other make, 
NOT EXCEPTING ANY. 


MAIN WAREROOMS BRANCH WAREROOMS 


235-237 East 23d St. “* 16 West 125th St. 






4 most interesting booklet Short History of the Piano 
free on application 
Please mention Puck 
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THE Way To KEEP THE Door Open 1s Not To Let 1T Be CLOSED. 
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Character 


FATHER TIME (entering ).—Ah, young man! I’ve dropped in 
to have an hour-glass with you. 
Puck.— Good! I was thinking of you at that moment. I’m 


twenty-five years’ old to-day. 


‘Time.— Twenty-five years’ young, you mean! How I do fly, 
don’t I ? 
Puck.— Yes; it’s quite true, that thing they say about you. 


Time.— And I actually lose all track of myself. Why, 
it seems only yesterday —that raw, bleak 14th of 
March away back in ’77, when the nurse came 
out of that dingy little brick front at 13 North 
William Street and said it was a boy. 
Puck.—And shaking her head when she 
said it, too, if you ‘ll remember. There were n't 
any “ Welcome, Little Stranger!” floral pieces 
hurled in my direction. 

Time.— That ’s right;—you were born 
of poor but hopeful parents. 

Puck.— And they had to hustle while 
they hoped. Do you remember how the 
old journalistic grandmothers of the neigh- 
borhood shook their heads over me, too, 
looking at my poor little subscription list 
and croaking that it never would grow 
big enough to support me. 

Time.— You see, they had n’t been 
able to raise one of your kind in this 

climate, and the chances were that this was 
going to be just another case of weeping- 
willow and “ Here Lies.” Why, think of all 
the other little strangers that had gone before | 
First there was Yankee Notions, thirty years before your 
Then there had been Vanity Fair, Mrs. Grundy, Punchi- 
nello, Wild Oats, the Jolly Joker, the Budget of Fun,—really, 
I’ve forgotten, myself, how many others had had their little 
forms “pied” on the shoals of insolvency. The weeping-willows 
were kept busy in those days, my boy, I can tell you! 

Puck.—I began to be doubtful myself, the moment I could 
sit up and take notice. I never thought that glass of yours would 
be turned over so many times forme. I seemed to be just a frail 
little package of Ambition marked “ Perishable” and put on an 
express train that was going straight through without stops to the 
Valley of the Shadow of Debt. Say! Old man, I could fairly | 
hear that weeping-willow sniffle ! 

Time.—But you cheered up beautifully in time. 

Puck.— Zime? Now, if that other thing they say about 
you had been true—‘“ time is money,” you know, I’d have been 
all right. I had lots of time; but tradesmen have no imagina- 
tion —they could n’t see that time was money. Why, | might 
have eked out this raglan of mine with a pair of —however, 

I suppose it was just as well; and they ve gotten used to me this 
way — without ’em. 

Time.— But before the sand had run through this glass very 
many times you began to get a bit husky, did n’t you ? 

Puck.—I did liven up some; but even then it was a case of 
applied Christian Science. My two adopted parents were keeping 
me alive on faith. If they had n’t both been very determined 
men I'd surely have been planted out under the tears of that 
lugubrious tree. But, you see, they ’d made up their minds that I 
had something in me the others had n’t—some strength peculiar 
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Time. Puck. 


to myself, and they resolved to nurse me along and increase my 
circle of friends. So they sat up nights and walked the floor with 
me and made sacrifices to feed me; and, sure enough, pretty soon 
people began to notice my ways, and the future came to look less 
like oblivion. 

TimrE.—I remember, after the first year, you grew too big for 
the nursery and had to push across North William Street into No. 8. 

Puck.—And pretty soon I outgrew that— and, anyway, the 
Brooklyn bridge nosed the old homesiead out of the way because it 
wanted to rest its head there—so I was carted across town to the 
big building at 19, 21 and 23 Warren Street; and there I kept on 
growing, so that they had to rent more floors for me 

Time.— And by that time you were n’t any longer afraid of this 
agricultural implement of mine, eh ? 

Puck.— Never once, after that. Say! I took a look then at 
that weeping-willow tree that had been getting ready to shed tears 
over me; and, do you know, it had blossomed out all over with 
nice little linen handkerchiefs to dry its eyes. And it’s been bearing 
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a fine crop of them each year, with my name worked in the 

corner of every handkerchief. It has n’t shed a tear since, 

and now it laughs all the time. Really, I never saw such a 
cheerfui tree as that one has become, considering its family 
history. It’s positively frivolous ! 

Time.— Well, my boy, you had become a thing to laugh 
at. You must have laughed at yourself the day you moved 
into this big home here. ‘That was no bad record,—for so 
puny a nursling to have earned so fine a home in eight years. 

Puck.— And a few years after that I had to make even 
this big home twice as big to give room to all my people and 
the big presses. Zhey were n’t much like the old presses that 
printed my first crude cartoons from wooden blocks, were 
they, now? 

Time.—And the new jokes and funny pictures were n’t 
like the first ones you printed, either. Really, some of those 
first things, you know,—this is just between us,—were no 
laughing matter. As I read them over they take me back to 
my own young days, when my eldest boy, Methuselah, was a 
rash young cub of two hundred and eighty-five or so. You 
certainly did improve ! 

Puck.— That was the secret of my vitality. The people 
about me kept the leaves of my little calendar torn off right 
up to date,—and even a few days beyond. 

Time.—You always did have the best 
there was to be had at the time, 
I'll say that for you. 

Puck.— And I never be- 
came crabbed and afraid to 
make the changes that would 
keep me at the head of the 
procession. If I do say it 

> myself, I founded a school 
of American humor in picture 
and words, that promises not 
to die. And I created a 
demand for fun that not only 
enabled me to live but enabled 
the excellent contemporaries that 
came after me to thrive and wax 
fat. Keppler with his crayon and 
; { Bunner with his pen taught the 
a , public all over again that there ’s 
more than one way of looking at a 
‘nb ainitieascataitdas etn: Yah & 00 thing, and that the humorous way, 
WARREN ST. seven times out of ten, is the best, 
because humor is nothing more than 
true seeing —a just sense of proportions and values. 1 don’t want 
ef to boast, but just between ourselves, old man, I ’ve been no 
: inconsiderable factor in the sanity of this republic. 
Time.— I'll cheerfully grant you that, my boy; and you’ve 
made an untold number of people more cordial to me. 1 only 
hope you ‘ll continue to make me less of a bore to the 
multitude, for as many times twenty-five years more as 
laughter continues to be the best tonic on the market. 
Keep ’em laughing, and keep ’em thinking a little 
bit, you know, — underneath the chuckles. 
Puck.—I shall try, old man; 
that’s the keynote: much of what 
we laugh about and a little bit 
of what we take in earnest. 
Time.—And keep 
on being unafraid 
to speak your mind. 
Satire is the only 
sure-kill for sophis- 
try. All those 
shams and incon- 
gruities in society, 
politics and re- 
ligion are fair 
marks for that 
pointed crayon of 
yours. You can’t 
hurt anything with 
it that doesn’t need 
to be hurt. 
Puck.—I found 
that out long ago. 
People get all 
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PUCK BUILDING AT THE CHICAGO WORLD’S FAIR, 1893. 





PRESENT HOME OF PUCK, COVERING THE BLOCK BOUNDED BY HOUSTON, 
MULBERRY, JERSEY AND ELM STREETS. 


fussed up when their own ox is gored, but they do love to have me 
gore the oxen of their neighbors; and, on the whole, | please most 
of the people most of the time. 

Time.— Dear me! ‘That hour has fallen to the bottom of the 
glass! Now I must be flying again. 

PUCK. \ ell, I’m glad you dre ypped in and deal gently with 
us, please ! 


l'imr.— I always do with those who know how to laugh. 
Puck.— And don’t forget to stop for another hour-glass with 
me on my Golden Anniversary. Now, if you really must fly, why, 
so long! ; 
‘lime.—And even longer, Puck! You have discovered 
the fountain of Eternal Youth here on Manhattan 
| Island. ‘Twenty-five years from now you 


can be quite as entertaining and no 
older for the ageless spirit of 


= SA fun is born with my wisdom 

| and your wit— Au revoir / 
| Lxit FATHER TIME. | 

PUCK. He was 


right,—I’ ve grown 
young. That foun 
tain of Eternal 
Youth is surely the 
fountain of Good 
Humor. Well, 
now for twenty- 
five more wingéd 
years ; with 
thanks to a very 
cordial public; and 
with some _ dear 
memories and very 
fond regrets for 
/ Keppler and Bun 
y ner—my incom 
parable two that 
had to go out be- 
fore this Silver day. 


HW. LL. W. 
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The newspaper humor 
twenty-five years. 


There were humorists before then. 


UNNY BUSINESS. 


now so abundant is a growth of the last 
Not since 


the day of King Solomon, the sprightliest paragrapher of his time, 





ENTRANCE TO PRESENT PUCK BUILDING. 


has the world been without them. - But 
within that period, and especially in 
this country, newspaper humor has 
had its flowering. 
When Puck was started a scant 
half-dozen newspapers had humor- 
ous departments. ‘To-day every con- 
siderable newspaper has its weekly 
comic-supplement, its column of 
jokes, original or selected, and its 
own funny pictures and cartoons. 
For, along with the development of 
humorous small artillery, there has 
grown up, practically within this same 
twenty-five years, the whole art of 
picture-making for books, magazines 
and journals, weekly and daily; and 
of this art the making of comic 
pictures has formed a considerable 
part. 
The illustrations of twenty-five 
years ago were so badly drawn and 
so crudely reproduced that their 
scarcity was a matter for rejoicing 
with all right-minded persons. Two 
circumstances united to develop the 
art. First, with the beginning of Puck 
the late Joseph Keppler founded a 


school of pictorial satire that proved to 
be enduring and capable of infinite variation; creating a demand 
for its own products and stimulating other artists to help meet that 


demand. Second, the impr 
reproduction brought excel- 
lent pictures within the reach 
of every publication. 

As to the strictly comic in 
illustrating, the growth may 
be credited not only to this 
improved method of repro- 
ducing drawings, but to the 
demand for comic pictures 
created and fostered by Puck 
and the competing’ publica- 
tions that Puck brought into 
existence. ‘Twenty-five years 
ago the artist had to entrust 
his drawing to the mercies 
of a wood-engraver. The 
only comfort to be found in 
the situation was that the 
artist generally drew so badly 
that the clumsiest carpenter 
could hardly gash out of the 
block any worse lines than 
those he was expected to 
copy. To-day the reproduc- 
tion of drawings is approxi- 
mately perfect, and good 
pen-and-ink artists, in con- 
sequence, have become so 
plentiful that art-editors can 
afford to be fastidious in their 
choice of pictures. 

Excepting the always ad- 
mirable cartoons of Keppler, 
the few pictures in the early 
numbers of Puck were 
crudely drawn. If they be 


compared with those in this 
or any later number of the 
paper the amazing betterment 
of black-and-white drawing 
will become obvious. 
Artists in oil, who paint 
the gentle, spotted kine, the 


ovement and cheapening of methods of 


PUCK 


green hillside with its peach-blossoms 
and the snow under purple shadows, 
are apt to take rather a patronizing 
tone toward their fellows in black- 
for the 
comic papers.  In- 
infrequently 
resent the term “artist” being 


and-white who draw 
“merely” 
deed they not 


applied to these. 

But now and then one of 
them, owing to a stress of 
circumstance over which he 
has inadequate control, con 
descendingly lowers himself 
long enough to dash off a 
few things for a funny paper. 
Nineteen times out of twenty 
he discovers that the fellow 
who makes the “merely” 
comic pictures has a skill in 
drawing that he himself has 
never attained; and, more- 
over, a spirit, an animation, 
a quality of humorous subtlety, 
which would forever 
beyond him. 


remain 
Color, in other 
words, covers a multitude of 
technical sins that simply have 
to be righted in the pitiless ex- 
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H. C. BUNNER, 


EDITOR OF PUCK FROM 1877 UNTIL HIS DEATH IN 1896 


posure of black-and-white; and the condescending colorist learns, 
with a new respect for his fellow-craftsman in pen-and-ink, that the 
two arts are more distinct than he had ever supposed. 

The black-and-white drawings in Puck, we shall permit our 
selves to assert, have been always the best that could be obtained 


in a constantly-improving market. 


Puck’s art editor, indeed, has 


earned a reputation for fastidiousness in the matter of illustration 
that is superior to that of almost any other in the craft; and_ his 
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THE LATE JOSEPH KEPPLER, ONE OF THE FOUNDERS OF PUCK. 





relentless preference for the 
new “best” over the old 
“middling good” has been, 
we consider, one of the chief 
reasons for PUCK’s continued 
primacy among so many 
competitors. 

In presenting the portraits 
of the more notable of 
Puck’s artists beside speci 
mens of their work in this 
number, we comply with 
requests frequently made in 
the past by readers who have 
become interested in the 
personalities back of the 
drawings they welcome from 
week to week. 

As the whole art of illus 
tration has been practically 
a growth of the last twenty 
five years, so has the cognate 
art of small, humorous writ- 
ing; or, more accurately, 
perhaps, that phase of it 
which is indicated by the 
term “American humor.” 
The joke built upon current 
foibles, the good - natured 
parody, the brief, crisp satire 
in prose or verse, the homily 
decked in humor — these 
have improved in almost the 
same measure that black 
and - white picture - making 
has improved. When Puck 
worried itself into existence 
the funniest American hu 
morist, with one or two ex 
ceptions, was he who could 
make his victim fall down 
stairs the hardest after step 
ping on the cake of soap; 








or come home latest and drunkest from the “lodge ;” 
or suffer the direst mishaps in collaboration with a 
rebellious stepladder or stovepipe at housecleaning 
time. Still, that was the humor then popular, and 
Puck kept up with the times: which is the most 
pointed admission he can now bring himself to make 
in public. 

For the printed matter that now fills his pages 
he is not averse tu speaking more freely. It is clean, 
bright, more subtle than that of the old school, and 
the best to be procured in a market that has been 
developed to amazing fertility. Its technique, also, 
has kept pace with that of the drawings. And, 
curiously enough, this excellence of technique, while 
winning the approval of the general public, is apt to 
be undetected by the sure-enough literary fellows: 
exactly as the artist in oil too often fails to recog- 
nize the genius in the black-and-white pictures. A 
superstition prevails among the orthodox elect in 
the world of letters that the writing of such matter 
as appears in Puck from week to week is a mere 
trick: that any one of them might perform it if he 
chose to try. We have listened respectfully to one 
of the world’s foremost authorities in English Litera- 
ture, an author with many good volumes to his 
credit, while he ably worked out this thesis. In 
conclusion he favored us with some impromptu 
demonstrations in the mechanics of joke-making — 
examples showing his intelligent grasp of the part 
of joke-making that really is mechanical, but which 
proved that he neither possessed nor divined the 
existence of that peculiar genius for the comic with 
which Heaven must always have blessed the joke- 
writer who is successful. Should this gentleman ever have to rely 
upon the sale of humorous matter for a livelihood the world of 
letters would very shortly be deprived of a notable figure. Happily 
for the not more serious but weightier concerns of literature, he 
contemplates no departure from his present lines of achievement. 
For, incredible as the assertion will sound to him and to his fellow 
literati, the joke, the paragraph, the satire of to-day, examples of 
which appear in Puck, in Puck’s weekly contemporaries and in 
many representatives of the daily press, require not only literary 
technique but a comic genius that must be inborn. As in any other 
art there are thousands that possess not more than a talent for 
mediocrity, and who turn out vast quantities of “hack stuff” that 
sells readily to editors who are not too fastidious. But our assertion 
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ADOLPH SCHWARZMANN, 


ONE OF THE FOUNDERS OF PUCK AND PRESIDENT OF THE KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN CO. 


stands with regard to the best comic writers, and our own pages, 
we suggest, will lend color to it. 

rhat the unillumined should misapprehend the requirements of 
comic writing is perhaps less strange; though hardly less interesting 
as to ensuing phenomena. From long study of the mail that 
reaches this office daily, we are able to disclose that no one is ever 
born who does nvt cherish the conviction that he or she is a humor 


ist. From the clergyman of meagre stipend who is willing to write 


a few funny things each week on condition that his name be kept 
secret, to the bricklayer, disabled by a fall, who seeks to sustain a 
family of six during his enforced idleness by writing vers de société, 
there seems to be no class in which this hallucination is not preva 
lent. Ihe average person does not offer to make watches off-hand, 
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EXPLANATION. 


Tourtst.—I ’ve found everything very quiet and peaceful here 


BRONCO BILI Well, stranger, I’m the Sheriff of this here county! 
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H. &. WILSON, LITERARY EDITOR. 


“ cookies ” of a late afternoon. The 
various, but inveterately unedifying; 
naturally come from the writers of the 


PUCK PUBLISHING CO, 


Gents i 


few lines for the purpos of Becoming a writer for your paper PUCK. 


desire a younge writer for your paper one 
who is full of whit and would like to Isolate 
my Nocturnal Conning with some Periodicle 
that I may be able to gain a Little Income as 
to help myself as [ have been very unfortunit 


haveing both legs ampetated and unable to 
teil with others save what I can make by 
writeing &« Please send all particulars if 
possible to. 


To THE EDITOR 
Dear Sir. I being of a Humeristic and 
Joval nature sometime ago I| sent you three 
jokes which I offered .to sell you for a very 
d } ) 


small amount. I have now made up a few 


more jokes which will delight your readers. 
I do not earn my living selling jokes but 


since lately you have published jokes which 
are not the le&st bit peculiar so | desire to 
assist you in sending in jokes and funny 
sayings for a sum that is lower than the 
lowest 

Yours resp’y, 


Puck PUBLISHING Co, 

Gentleman Dear Sire: Yould 
you drop a postel cart to let me 
know the price you pay for the 
kind of Litiggar you publish in 
PUCK as I am told I cam niake 
good pay righting for some 
funny papers. If there is any 
money in writing that kind of 
jokes and puns I know I cah 
fill A page aweek with Ease so 
pleas right and oblige, 


Of the five thousand or 
so contributions submitted 
to Puck each year, prob- 
ably ten per cent. come 
from this class of aspirants. 
K:ighty per cent. more come 
from people of whom many 
are above average intelli- 
gence in matters other than 
writing, and many of whom 
know even something of 


PUCK 


to: design wall-paper pat 
terns, lecture, play the 
trombone, mend umbrellas, 
nor ta be chauffeur of a gas 
rangé. Yet he or she will 
complacently set’ out to 
perform work for which 
the necessities of trained 
skill and inborn tendency 
are éven more imperative. 
The “funnyisms” which 
the diffident and impecuni 
ous clergyman” could be 
induced to dispose of each 
week differ ‘widely from 
those submitted by the 
stricken bricklayer; but 
neither, if printed, would 
long permit a’comic paper 
to pay the enormous salarics 
demanded by its highly 
accomplished editors. ‘The 
first class consists of those 
unfermented 
which young curates habitu- 
ally relate to well-yeared 
spinsters with whom they 
take tea and sugar-sprinkled 
second class is more fearfully 
such, for example, as would 
following letters : 


anecdotes 


Dear I the undersign assume the privilige of writing you a 


if you so 


For one reason or another, however, this eighty 
lhe average contributor 


that difficult art. 
per cent. is unavailable for publication. 
in this large class does one of four things: 

1. He submits a long article in the style of “ Josh Billings” 
as to orthography in the fervent belief that “Josh Billings” was 
a humorist solely he devised ingenious ways of misspelling 
his words. 


2. He contrives a pictorial 


be aus 


pun, usually one touching the 
institution of death. It is apt 
to be the sketch cf a man 
hanging from the limb of a 
tree, with the legend under 
neath, “A Case of Suspended 
Animation.” Another equally 
cheerful scene that is quite as 
popular we forbear to describe, 
beyond quoting the caption 
that accompanies it: “ Dead 
“In It!” The sketch of a man 
running beside a river, entitled, 
‘A Run on the Bank,” has 
just rounded out its second 
thousand as we go to press. 
3. He essays a parody on 
one of four bits of 
“The Raven,” “The Bells,” 
“The Charge of the Light 
Brigade,” or Hamlet’s solilo- 
quy. A few of these have 
been good. ( nly editors know 


verse: 


W. C. GIBSON, ART EDITOR 


how many have been the bad ones, —and how very bad they were. 

4. He submits as an actual happening in his own life some 
anecdote which has attained a measurable antiquity in the publi 
prints or on the variety stage. In this he is always lavish with 


details and local color, achiey 








A TERRIBLE SACRIFICE. aan 


Von Doser 


won’t let him smoke, even in his studio 


PAYNTEKR.— Great Heavens! Is she worth as much money as ‘hat? 


a eS 


“4 = 


Hear about Maulstick? He married a woman who 


Orr 


ing a verisimilitude that is fault 



















‘ less. ‘The most contributed of 
(4 ‘ , ; . ; 
a) £28 9 these specimens in PUCK’s ex 
= </e PF Tate 2 / 
.) a 4 perience 1s the “No De 
a> TI 
le _ pravity anecdote. The polite 


lady in the crowded street-car 
says to the equally polite old 
colored man who has tendered 
a Pray, don’t let 
me deprive you 
Bayard gallantly 
“ No depravity, 


PoC) Bed 
her his seat: 
to which 
the dusky 
4 responds: 
Madam, — no depravity 
After this anecdote had 
yy been coming in for many 
\ months we began to keep 
it on file, meaning to pro 
duce some time a mono 
graph on Human Duplicity. 
But in years the 
mass had gained propor 
tions that 
tinued preservation im 
practicable in a_ building 
with non-elastic walls. In 
every city of our fair land, 
large enough to support 
a line of street-cars, this 
incident was enacted in the 
presence of the contribu 
tor; or, at least, in the 
presence of some relative 
as near as a brother-in-law. 
And at least a hundred 
contributors residing in 
villages too small for street- 
cars had the rare gor xd luck 
to observe it during a visit 
neighboring 
The epidemi 
within the 
last three years, but it is 
by no means stamped out. 
‘Twice, in all its pristine 


three 


made its con- 


to some 
metrope lis. 
subsided 
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THE 


IDEA. 


} 


FATHER.— Marie, I wish you would ask that young Perkins why he does n’t go ho 


> 


DAUGHTER.— What an idea, | 


freshness, has the aged and urbane colored brother enacted his 


part in the last six months; once in Augusta, Georgia, and once 
in Pendleton, Oregon. 

For this vast ninety per cent. of tentative humorists Puck and 
his contemporaries must admit a direct responsibility; an admis- 


sion, however, which Puck begs to supplement and to soften with 





JOSEPH KEPPLER iN HIS WORKSHOP, 


apa! just as if he does n’t know! 


this assurance: that if his ¢ 


criminating in their selections of matter as Puck has always been 


and means to be, no calamity 
Since the first issue of 


about a thousand actual con 


the hundred thousand and more would-be contributors. As they 


were all would-be contributors once, however, we 


here, at leas 
thetic pers 


those clever 


THE 
Fy 


trust this small percentage ol es Ww j 
discourage no intending would-! contrib 
tor can not know beforehand i class he : 
will fall, and the editor is always glad to examine itt 
manuscripts from new aspirants i 
It is with much pleasure that we print in this { ; 
issue the portraits of some of our more ] pul il ‘ 
contributors, old and new lhe selection is neces £ 
sarily limited and is not to be taken as invidious i? 
We should have liked to print, and would hav ; 
been justified in printing, two or three times the i 
| 


number of portraits we have had room for B 


“how one editor can ever manage to think wy j 
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me earlier S. D. EHRHART 






















ontemporaries continue to be as dis 


Wlil ensue 14 
Puck there have been the names of : 


tributors on our books, selected from 





t, are enough to enlighten the symp 7 


nm who is always wanti t know 


things every week.” i 
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GREETING. 
|B poem Puck, all hail! 


Words seem to fail 
When we would voice congratulation 


That you ’re alive at twenty-five 
To cheer and bless and guide the nation. 


Could I in verse 
Fully rehearse 
Your fame, an epic I ’d be writing. 
Not jingle brief that on this leaf, 
With eye to space, I’m now inditing. 
Or if I could 
Chant as I would, 


et 


My lyre would send you praises 





ringing 
Louder — more grand —than blaring 





band 
When both its leader’s arms are swinging. 


MADELINE BRIDGES. 


Blythe, gamesome elf! 
he Like Cupid’s self — 
Yea, like enough to be his brother — 
(It would not faze us, nor amaze, 


To learn that Venus was your mother !) 


Yet, calm as sage, 
Of ripened age, 
‘What fools these mortals be! ’’ — your motto 


Is, as to wit and wisdom, fit 


For saint in niche, or seer in grotto. 


**Shoot folly as 
It flies!” Alas! ’ 

That shooting is not always 4i//ing / 
Yet—don’t desist! The gods assist 


: Where dart is keen, and hand is willing. 


Still keep brave heart 
To do your part, 

Lining life’s clouds with silver glory, 
Brightening life’s ways with flowers and sprays 


Of lightsome rhyme and charming story. 


Long may you live, 
Wise aid to give 
To erring humans, who so need it! 
And let us pray that, day by day, 
We ‘Il better learn to prize and heed it! 
Madeline Bridges. 
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AN ARGUMENT. 
THE Man.—Isn’t that a little expensive ? 
THE Boy.—Well, you don’t want to use a cheap match for 
a good cigar ! 
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A NEW DELIGHT. 


‘Miss Goldbird was delighted with your play 
‘* Was, eh?” 
‘Ves; she actually thought you were inventing some new 


game to take the place of golf!” 


REFLECTIONS OF A BACHELOR VERBATIM). 

The unexpected always hap —(Oh! Well, Maria, after all your 
experience, you should never be surprised at a plumber.) 

Let justice be done though the — (Why, if Bobby broke 
the window — Well, you might see if the woman will stand 
half the expense.) 

It is much better to pay as you g —(The agent called 
again for the rent? Say! MHe’s in a hurry, is n’t he ?) 

There is no disputing about tastes; at any rate 
it is—(Yes; she did look horrid, Maria !)— it is just as 
well not to when you ’re married. 

It is useless to resist the inev (If you must have 
a new hat, you must, that’s all !) 

No man can tell what the morrow will bring —(Don’t 
I remember that you told me so? Of course! When your bu 
prophecies come true, Maria, I make it a point to remember , 
them; and when they don’t, I find it saves a lot of trouble WM. E. MCKENNA 
to forget them !) 

There ’s a fool born every minute, and they ’re all (Married, 
Maria? No; not yet; but I suppose they will be.) 

Love is so blind that—(Well, Maria, half the world does n't 
know why the other half got married !) 

Homes would be happier if —(It ’s Bobby, is it? He ’s been 
eating too much !) 

To change an optimist into a pessimist (Well, Maria, just wait 
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until he ’s been married ten years !) 

To a masculine mind it seems strange (Met her shopping ? 
Of course! There may be women who like a quiet life, but most of 
them prefer the bargain counter !) 

Experience teaches — especially matrimonial expe—(Yes; | 
remember! Before he was married he thought he was going to 


run the whole shooting match !) 
Wm. FE. Mc Kenna. 


A CHAUFFEUR might be defined as a man who manages an auto- 
mobile, but the definition would not be invariably correct. 
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CHRONICLE OF A 


(Without apologt to the autho 








with 31 brothers and sisters. 





pastimes of childhood. 





neatly pinned upon a card labeled as 


GENUS— Blatta. 


but in the presence of .the new 
divinity she was forgotten. So there 
was a brief but deltghtful court- 
ship, and then they were married. 

It was a grand affair. Creepy 
had at that time a half-interest 
in a piece of cheese in the 
kitchen drain, and _ all 
roachdom was feasted 
toa surfeiting. The next ' f |! 


downtown and ex- i 
changed the duplicate 
presents, and the young 
couple settled down to 
the blissfulness of mar- 
ried life. 
For a time they were 
very happy! What a 
joyous day was 
that when the first 
32 little ones ar- 
rived! Also the 
next 32andthe32) \ 
after that. When 
the cosy little fam- 
ily had reached 
the number of 544, 4 
however, Creepy 
pére was occasionally 
wont to remark that it 
would not have been a bad 
idea to have been born a rogue 
elephant or something of that 
sort. It was a difficult task to 


day Mrs. Creepy went my tit 


COCKROACH. 


of current 


(his is the story of Creepy, a Cockroach. Creepy first saw 
the dark in a crevice in the preserves closet, where he passed an 
uneventful larvahood, finally coming into the world together 
His youth was spent in 
much the usual way — playing town-ball with the little 
drain roaches, with whom, by the way, he was strictly 
forbidden to associate, tying tin cans to the tails of 

“thousand-leggers,” and all the other innocent 


Creepy’s early life was not a particularly 
happy one. His father was a reform politician 
who spent most of his time loafing in a crack 
near the kitchen range, discussing ways and 
means of abolishing cooks; for a cook to a 

cockroach is ever an abomination and a casus 
belli. His maternal parent belonged to too many 
“Mother” clubs to pay much attention to the bringing- 
w. 8. ADKINS, up of her numerous offspring, which at the time of our 
hero’s advent aggregated about 800. Creepy would have 
often gone hungry but for a predilection of the master of the 
house for scattering about at frequent intervals large quantities of 

“Deadly Dust” and other insect powders, warranted not to permit 

the insect to die in the house. They 

There had originally been 799 children in Creepy’s immediate 
family, but one brother died of fatty degeneration‘ of the heart, 
brought on by eating too much “Deadly Dust.” .Even insect 
powder may prove injurious if partaken of in excessive quantities. 

This brother, however, became greatly honored in death, being 

picked up by the daughter of the house, a high-school girl, and 


did n’t. 


follows: 


Nat. Orb. — Orthopteria. 
Group —Cursoria. 


This defunct member of the family reposed in a handsome 
cabinet, along with other bugs and _ things. 
pride in making occasional nocturnal pilgrimages to his last resting 
place, exulting much in the possession of a mummified member. 

However, there came a time when our hero arrived at full 
roachhood, and while skylarking about the stationary tubs one night 
he met his fate. She had ona sailor hat and her antennz were long 
and curly. True, there had been a previous 
affair with a young lady water-bug, 


Animal Stories.) 





HAROLD.—Oh! 


} 


The family took great 


t x ax 52 a) 
ie sa \ a 
~~ id 
CAUSE AND EFFECT. 
Hr.—I did n’t know you were such a baby ! 
SHE.— But that ’s b-b-because you tease me! 
Her.— But that ’s because you ’re such a baby! 


allowed to play! 








































































ACCOUNTED FOR. 


GLADYs.—Why is it that ministers usually marry so young? 


Chat ’s the only game of chance they ‘re 


provide insect powder for so many hungry mouths. Often he was 
almost tempted to go to work for a living, but he resisted. In some 
respects cockroaches display well-nigh human characteristics. 

It has been said that the life of every wild animal is a tragedy, 
but Creepy’s was more in the nature of a continuous performance, 


with an incidental chorus — “ They ’re 
After Me!” What with 
the cook and the scullions, 
he might as well have 
been a Boer or a Filipino. 

His only times of respite 
were the cook’s nights off 
and when the policeman 
came. Then there were 
numerous doings and much 
forage to be had. 

One dark, rainy night 
the policeman had slipped 
in to blarney the cook for 
a moment and imbibe a 
wee drop of something hot. 
He had removed his bro- 
gans, and Creepy had en- 
tered into one of them in 
search of loot. Suddenly 
there was a sharp whistle 
outside! Then another. 

The policeman grabbed 
his brogans anc with a mut- 
tered curse, “Th’ rounds- 
man!” slipped them on 

and started for the door. 
\ There was a sickening 
quash. ‘Then all was 


SN ‘ 
oR; still. Only another 
wre cockroach gone to 
join the great minority. 


For, no matter how 
many may pass to the bug be- 
yond, the dead are vastly out- 
numbered by the population 
of any pantry 
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A STIR IN THE ROOST. 
What! Another Chicken? 
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FACSIMILE OF THE TITLE-PAGE OF THE FIRST NUMBER OF PUCK, 
PUBLISHED MARCH 14TH, 1877. 











IN COLONIAL 


‘And the witch did not defend herself ?”’ 


DAYS. 









slightingly of her personal appearance! ” 


The slings and arrows indigenous to the equestrian feat of 
simultaneously riding the hypercritical dramatic profession with one 
hand, as it were, and the always captious public with the other, while 
both were going at full speed in opposite directions, had rendered the 
manager of the theatre at Polkville, Ark., somewhat pessimistic. 
Thus it was that when he received a postal-card communica- 
tion asking for open time at his hall and signed merely 
“Professor Deronda” without any extenuating explana- 
tions, he sat him down and replied as follows: 


Dear Professor : — 

I take my pen in hand to let you know that 
whether or not my house has any open time depends a 
blame sight on what sort of professing you do. 

Do you elocute, or do you hyp., or not? Hypno- 
tism is a drug in the market here, and elocution is still 
druggier. If you equilibriate you will lose your balance 
here; and if you have nothing whatever up your sleevé 
with which to deceive us, don’t try to. If you lecture, 
we ’ve heard it; if you have traveled in foreign countries, 
don’t stop here. If you are figgering on getting up a cantata, 
you can’t — ta! —ta! 

Professors are pretty thick in this region just at present. Tues- 
day night we had a New England pastoral drama with a Rube band, 





ROY L. McCARDELL. CON. C. CONVERSE. 


‘‘Nay; it says she was quiet and listless save when the magistrate spoke 


A PLAGUE OF 







TOM P. MORGAN. 





























PROFESSORS. 


every member of which looked like the Old Scratch, but was a Pro- 
fessor for your life after they had got through making fur for the 
crowd and settléd down to playing. .To-morrow night we are going 
to have the Firemen’s Annual Ball, and they ’ve engaged seven col- 
ored professors to Come over from Allegash and rasp the cat- 
wire arid rattle up the horse-teeth while the light fantastic toe 
is being tripped. Week after next‘we ll have the Female 
Minstrels with their apt-alliteration and their gorgis band 
parade of sixteen—count them —sixteen Lady Pro- 
fessors. Interested parties are getting ready now to bury 
aProfessor in a hole and a six-days’ hypnotic sleep 
over in front of Grabbenheimer’s Golden Rule Clothing 
Emporium; there’s an Uncle Tom’s Cabin company 
a short distance off in the subsequent, with the usual 
number of genuine man-eating bloodhounds, and, | 
reckon, the customary quantity of. Professors in the band; 
and I hear tell that there is a shirroppydist plying his 
profession down at the Commercial Hotel right now. 
So, to fling the tail in along with the hide,’ Professor, 
your chance of obtaining open time at my hall depends largely 
on what sort of a Professor you are. 
Yours truly, ]. K. P. Sockery, 


Mer. Grand Opera House. : Tom P. Morzan 
. U0” ° 


SOME OF PUCK’S CONTRIBUTORS OLD AND NEw. 
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EMMA CARLETON. JAMES L. FORD. 
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EVIL AGAINST EVIL. 

UT WHEN the Plain People swelled up and went in for 
church weddings, with orange blossoms and long veils, 
and for having their pictures taken, leaning against 
each other, right after the ceremony, the Thoughtful 
were given pause, and prayed Zeus for relief. 
. And Zeus, being good-natured that day for a 
ASSISHPO” wonder, sent among them a Few with a Keen Sense of 

Humor, who proceeded to invent and put in practice 

















the custom as to rice and old shoes, the placard joke, the charivari, ni 
CtCc., Cc. 

For a time it looked as if marriage might go out altogether, such | 
was the Revulsion of Feeling; but better counsels prevailed, and j 
presently pretty home weddings began to be had, with the going- 
away gown of Scotch tweed or something quiet, and no breakfast. 

This fable teaches us that one evil often cures another; also to > 
be kind to the buoyant imbeciles among us, bethinking us what a \ AN UNCONSCIOUS SLAP AT CAPITAL. 
large part they have in the economy of nature. rue MERCHANT.—Puy dat coat, my friendt, undt der beopk : 

vill be mistaking you for Bierpond Morgan 
ur Coon COMEDIAN Den dat ain't de kit 
THE MILLs of the gods sometimes grind with unexpected rapidity. want ;— I want one dat ’Il make de managehs t 
/ twenty-five dollahsa week ' 
WHILE FASHION WEAVES. 
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ST. PATRICK’S DAY. 
O’HooLAHAN Sure, it’s a long mar i 
i 
» from City H to Ghrant’s ‘Tor i 
\ ‘ Bu \W W : 
HIS ONE REGRE1 
don't « reso muc!l out ec mm ( 
b ct Tri¢ got, S | nele S 
( ) fron e ¢ ‘| makes : 
, Ky mad to think of the two dollars I paid T 
HIS PROGRAMME. X A la mmer for a book on “Confidence 
‘*VYes; she is to marry Mr. Moneyhunter.’ onl n and their Games.” I studied th 
** Rather sudden, is n’t it?” GORDON H. GRANT there book for three months and it d t 


‘*Why, I suppose he’s willing to marry in haste and spend her money at leis 








DIZZYBIRD’S DISCOMFITURE. 

“ CONFIDENTIALLY, said Citizen Dizzybird to the twenty 

two of us who were gathered at Hunker’s. 

So we all listened discreetly. 

“Of course it would n’t have answered to go at Binkwiddle in 
any but the most tactful and delicate manner. You 
; know the habit he has of asking fool questions. It 

= has worried me for years. 
KN ‘Yesterday morning I was in my front yard 
\ = digging a hole in which I expected to set a new 
gate post. Binkwiddle came along. ‘Hello, 
Old Man!’ he said; ‘what are you doing— 
digging a hole?’ ‘No,’ said I, ‘this is not a 
hole; | am not digging it; this is a yacht; I am 
engaged in sailing it.’ He looked incredulous, 
so I insisted. ‘I positively am not digging a 
hole,’ I averred, earnestly; ‘this yacht which I am 


NOW,” 






hy 


As sailing is a gay craft; note the speed at which we 
—<i<f are going; watch me jibe her; Glory! but does n’t 
FRED. LADD. she cut the waves!’ Saying this I unwittingly de 
posited a shovelful of dirt upon Binkwiddle’s new 

shine. And the man sailed off with his head in the air. 
But he was n’t seriously offended. I met him on the corner 
waiting for the car at noon. ‘What!’ he cheerily asked, ‘You 


here ?’ ‘No,’ 
a cotton field.’ 


I replied, ‘I am not here; I am in South Carolina in 
‘Waiting here for the car?’ he interrupted. ‘No, 
no,’ | resumed, ‘I am not here at all; [ tell you I am in a South 
Carolina cotton field; watch those darkies work—see them hump 
Is n’t it great to observe the colored man at his task ? 
‘This is a fine cotton field, too; I tell you I never enjoyed anything 
in my life more than I enjoy being here in the rare and dreamy sun- 
shine of this beautiful field of cotton down in old South Carolina’ 
But just then the car came and Binkwiddle rode off. 
‘In the early evening | was strolling down the 
Binkwiddle 


themselves! 


street with my 


dog. he cried ; ‘got the dog 


hove in sight. ‘Ah, ha!’ 


























PUCK 


BUNCOED. 


with you?’ ‘ Dog,’ 


distant manner; 


store not more than twenty minutes 


I am taking this pickle home to give to 
my sister for her birthday present. She 


very fond of pickles. This is one of 
the best pickles I could find for her 
anywhere; notice the color, the texture, 
the form, the generally inviting ap- 
pearance of this pickle !? 
‘Looka here,’ said Binkwiddle ; 
‘do you think I’m a fool ?’ 
‘Fool?’ said I. ‘No, indeed, 
mv dear boy! You are wrong; I don’t 
believe that at all; I assure you that 
of all keen, wise, sharp, discerning 
men, of all the heavy-weight intel 
lectual friends I have, of all the brainy 
men I know, | consider you are It. 
Now, your inference that this pickle 
was a dog, was entirely natural.’ ” 
“You fixed him!” we interrupted. 
‘No, I did n't,” replied Dizzybird, 


I remarked, in an obscure, 
‘No, sir; you are mistaken ; 
this is not a dog; this is a pickcle, a cucum- 
ber pickcle which I bought at a drygoods 


igo. 


Is 














ON THE SEVENTEENTH. 


An’ how did Murphy get the 


sadly. “This morning I met him on Pmt fs 
the street again; had my wife with “Baith, he ¢ decane 
me; Binkwiddle rushed up and said, mon two! 
‘Ah, ha! Walking out with your wife?’ 

‘I had it on the tip of my tongue to declare that the lady was 
my wife’s father, but she spoiled " 

‘How was that?” 

Admitted to Binkwiddle right on the spot that we were on the 
way to her father’s funeral.” 
Fred. Ladd. 









































A HOMELY HOMILY. 


| sm LE used t’ squint his eyes, 


Look at me in mock surprise, 





When I ’d dress in Sunday clothes 


And, assuming careless pose, 





Say I thought perhaps I ‘d stroll 
*Round an’ see Melissa Cole 
Then he ’d ‘low as how I *d own 
Beauty let M’liss alone; 
W onder taste | 


where my 


got; —_ 
Then declare that like as not 
I was ‘‘right about it, coz 


Purty is as purty does!” 
I 





‘* Don’t depend on dress,” said he, 
When he ’d poked his fun at me 
| ROY FARRELL GREENE. Long enough ‘*Don’t look fer 
| grace, 
Feichin’ airs an’ han’some face! 
Sweetest gal I ever met — 
She ’s your aunt, an’ purty yet, — 
Iiad n’t in her face a line 
Beauty-touched, ner form divine. 
Yet she ’s been through storm an’ strife 
Loving mother, cheerful wife, 
| Sweetest woman ever wuz — 
‘Purty is as purty does! 
. Roy far 


ll Greene. 


cons 
THE REAL THING. 
Op Tim.— Oh, yis, it wor a handsome an’ 
purty par-rade fer a Sivinteenth, but nawthin’ t’ 
th’ wans we used t’ hov at home in Belfasht. 
Younc Tim.—Huh! What were they like? 


Oup Tim.— Did yez see Park Avenoo afther th’ raycint dinny Aw the days 
moite ixplosion? Well, that raysimbled a Belfasht line ay mar-rch It hangs all asla 
With the sorre 
A WONDER. Phe | ‘ 
OTTINGER.—I can’t make head or tale out of this time-table! \r 
HENRIQUES.—Give it to Beecroft, here. Last Summer, he And th : 
learned how to run his new naphtha launch from the book of Av Ma 
instructions ! oo 
. , ae And 
EXPENSE-INSPIRATION. B 
xu ye ’ 
Dick.— What ’s become of your photography fever ? I was 
: Bitty.—Oh! I’m saving money to pay for my camera by Che " 
| not using it! er 
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caddie! 


WEARY WILLY.— Lady, I am a golfer —not 2 
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SINGLE DIAMOND! 
/ ) lL) Mrs. Cohenstein tried to be se 
i. 
).— How a 
ewels 01 i} 


SAINT PATRICK’S DAY. HAT. 
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THE FIRST TO REACH 


Puck PASSES THE 25TH YEARSTONE AMID THE PL 








REACH THE MARK. 


nE AMID THE PLaupits oF His CREATIONS. 




























































THE OLD VILLAGE. 


The largest building ever erected by the hand of man was the 
village tavern. They called it the Tavern-stand. It was a mammoth 
structure. It was Bigness itself. On only one-half of its porch 
there was room for five loafers. The five loafers were always 
there. I name no names. ‘They were always talking and 
determining matters. They talked about Clint’s being 
late with the mail, and about Hank Houston’s driving 
to Beanville (8M. to Beanville [= ) and finding the 
roads pretty muddy. And they would talk of sporting 
matters, and bet or offer to bet $5 that if Clint’s off 
horse was n’t foundered he ’d be a better hoss than the 
nigh one; and then others would get warmed up and 
offer to bet $10 that if Square Davis’s bay was 10 years 
younger, hi-gosh, I ’d put her in a light sulky, and, 
hi-gosh, run her agin any hoss in the hull county. “ And 
B00 I ‘ll bet ye $25 that if the Square’s sorrel had ’a’ been trained 
WILLISTON FIGH. like they train hosses now’days he ’d’a’ beat the bay the best 
day she ever see and I'll bet ye $50 0nit. Talktome!” That 

is the way these men slathered money around. 

The other half of the porch was divided from the loafers’ half 
by a little white fence with a little gate, and this half was sacred to 
guests. Generally there were no guests, and this sacred place was 
like other shrines. But when a lawyer of great forensic abilities 
came from Bigville (16M. to Bigville <@@) to plead before our 
supreme justice, he would put up at the hotel, and at meal time when 
the bell rang, he would step out of the bar-room, say “Good morning, 
gentlemen,” to the loafers, and then pass through the little gate and 
into the dining-room. It is occasions like this that fire the youthful 
mind. It was on such an occasion that I determined that, come 
what would, I would be a lawyer. 

Next to the tavern is the drygoods store. It is but a single 
story high, in fact, and yet its false front was so high and so noble 
that all false-fronted dignity has an awe for me even to this day. 
Once in the windows of this emporium was a bewildering array of 
fabrics from all looms; the same array is there now, and it is a beg- 
garly roll or two of calico and gingham. The shoemaker, next door, 
was an old man and looked kind. He is not there now. But once 
he was there always, and when I made a yarn ball at home —with a 
splendid chunk of rubber inside so she would bounce, you bet you! — 
I would take the ball and ten cents, and I would go to the kind old 
shoemaker who would cover the ball. While he was working, now 
punching the holes and now sewing with both hands, with a peculiar 
gasp at the end of each stitch, | sat and looked at his tools, and 
coveted his strange 
knives, his thread, and 
his wad of wax. I knew 
that if I had that wax I 
could apply it to any 
thread, and that thread 
would thereupon become 
possessed of absolute 
strength so that it could 
not be broken. But I 
also sat and hoped that 
the kind old shoemaker 
would charge me only five 
cents for the work. i 
always knew he would n’t, 
and yet, like a poor, 
foolish boy, I would hope, 
and say “sir,” and be 
respectful; and then when 
he cut the thread and 
said: “There!” and I 
said: “yes, sir; that’s a 
beauty! How much 
do you charge, 
sir?” he always 
said: “About a 
dime.” I knew 
that meant ten 
cents. It meant 
my ten-cent 
piece. And ever 
since a dime has 
seemed a fatally 
large sum to me. = 

But my horse, though Petapanae 
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for taking pains. 


PUCK 
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THE FOURTH 


? THE ARTIST.— It is said that genius is merely an infinite capacity 


THE FourtuH Party (fo himself). —H’m! And conceit is an 
infinite capacity for giving ’em! 


insensibly to me; had been 
moving on, and there 
abreast are the school- 
house and the school- 
ground where so many 
times I have been 
pasted with snow- 
balls. 

There in that 
modest building, 
thought I, that 
looks like a_ware- 
house, I laid the foun- 
dation for my future 
greatness on which I 
havenever built. There 
I learned how to write . 
decillions and quadril- 4/4© 
lions, and yearned for 
something higher. And 
there I learned to cipher remeh 
out */, of */, is ‘/,ths of how WHat tant eteaserelte btaee | 
many? And though many Extree!” 
years have passed since 
then I have never found that either the man who asked or I who 
answered the question had any interest in the result. There I 
learned to invert the divisor, and to point off, and the other startling 
stratagems of arithmetic; and there | learned from graceless boys 
to swear, and to swear so variously, that in all the dull years since 
no new form of oath might come as a grateful novelty. Oh! that 
our boys could be held back more. 

But we pass on. ‘The willow hedge, grown high, shuts out the 
schoolground, and we are come to a mighty hill where we slid down 
in Winter at frightful speed. Is that gentle rise the hill ? How did 
we slide down it? When I go back next the hill will be a pond. 

How little and insignificant it all is! In this village of my 
birth where every good, nay, luxurious thing once existed, there 
was not a cigar fit for a politician. I take a good cigar from my 
pocket and, smoking it, think how little and insignificant it all is. 

Will this world seem as insignificant to me when I am smoking 
in the next ? 

When we have ascended the hill of Olympian games I look 
back. That, then, is the old village. There I wore my coat with 
brass buttons when the village was a city greater than my mind 
could comprehend. ‘There I explored our door-yard, and tried to 

salt bird’s tails, and would 
not believe that ostensibly 
loving parents had taught 
me this wonderful scheme 
only to disappoint me. 
i There I learned how nice 
a harness creaks when 
you are going to go some- 
where, and there I was 
perplexed with gs and fs 
and és and ds. ‘That, 
then, is the old village. It 
is but a few hundred 
houses in a shaded grove 
—and once it was home! 
—and I ran and laughed 
in its streets, and looked 
out for boys who had 
intimated that they would 
catch me alone. Get up, 
you old plug! Let us 
get back into the forget- 
ful and merry present. 
Williston Fish. 


STARTLING NEWS. 


HALF-WAY. 


SHE.— We need some 
new portiéres, dear ! 
PARTY’S SENTIMENTS. He.—And I need 
some new clothes. 

SHeE.—Then we'll com- 
promise. I ‘Il get the 
clothes. 
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HIGHLY POLITE. 
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Mr. Gortitta.— Mr. Giraffe, allow me to Mr. GIRAI , H 
introduce to you my friend, Miss Gorilla! é M ( 
A NONSENSE TRIP. INVOLVED, BUT CLEAR. 
T WAS quarter of ten in the afternoon Tom Would you call a man who had to black his own shoes 
Of a cold, snowy day in the month of Jun i gentleman ? 
When I drove away Dick Lemme see! I’d call that man a gentleman who could 
In my rubber tired sleigh black his own shoes without wondering whether a man who had to 


Across the ocean to spend the day Diack his Own shoes was a gentieman 


And when I arrived on the other side, 
What in the world do you think I spied ? 


But a beautiful Bear 






With rose-colored hair, 


Who said he would show me everywhere 


CAROLYN WELLS 


So off we started and very soon 
We reached the home of the Man in the Moon 
He invited us in, 
And said, with a grin, 
‘*T’m making a beautiful red-ribbon wreath 


For a poor old pig who has no teeth 


“Ah!” said the Bear, 
With a courteous air, 
‘« That wreath would suit me, I declare. 
And I think I'll take it instead of the pig, 
For, you see, I forgot to wear my wig.” 
And, so, if that Bear you chance to spy, 
With a red-ribbon wreath, you ‘ll all know why 


Carolyn Wells 


THE WAY OF IT. 

“Ezra Corkindale was well off, but he 
did n’t know when he was well off,” said 
the landlord of the Pettyville tavern, in a 
philosarcastic sort of Way. “* He was a 
bachelor and well-to-do, but nothing would 
do him but he must get into a flirtation 
with a yeller-haired grass-widow; and, 
knowin’ whom it was well to do, she did n’t 
do a thing but sue him for ten-thousand 
dollars’ worth of breach-of-promise.” FILIAL AFFECTION. 


WHAT HAPPENED. 
“Did the sermon produce much effect ?” 
“Well, it was followed by what you might a ee ae He siz he wants to cit her out befor 
call ‘a great religious awakening.’”’ n, if it kin | 
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“OLD HOOKS.” 
er there by the stalls he watches all day — 


A bundle of brown curled up in the hay — 





"T is poor ‘‘Old Hooks” and his eyesight is dim 


And he hops around on a shattered limb; 





But when the gong sounds he pleadingly looks, — 


He’d go if they’d let him, would faithful ‘‘ Old Hooks.” 





He'd go if they ’d let him— he ’d follow the 
heels 
Of the galloping bays and the rumbling wheels 
Of the yellow hose-cart as it tore along 
With its swaying men and its clanging 
gong; 
Or the steamer itself all ready to play 


On the roaring flames three blocks 


away. 


He ’d go if they ’d let him 


VICTOR A. HERMANN 


he ’d follow the rest — 
He ’d dart through the guard-ropes barking his best ; 
And they might as well stop the engine crew 
As to stop ‘‘Old Hooks” when he started through. 
When he started across where the dangers were thick 4 


ass and crumbling brick. { 


In the shower of g 
He ’d go if they ’d let him—he ’d dart off again, 4 
And he whines his grief and tugs at his chain 
When the call comes in and they dash away 
And leave him behind to paw in the hay ; 
To grieve and pine for the days of yore 
When he was first through the engine door 
Victor A. Hermann, t 


THEIR ARDUOUS TASK. 





First LAwyer.— The lawyers had a hard struggle over 
A RESEMBLANCE. the Moneybags estate. : 
CHOLLY (admiringly).—That Miss Loveydove puts me in mind Second LAwyer.— Did they ? 


of a pretty doll! First Lawyer.— Yes. They had all they could do to keep 
GUSSIE (critical/y ).—Yes; one of the kind that cries ‘‘ Mama!” the heirs from coming to an agreement. 
when you squeeze it! 


« Your tailor’s bill!” For goodness’s sake, 


GIFTS. Dear Jack, before you fume, 
I bought this book for Ethel. Oh! It cost a lot of pelf! Spare your remarks till I can take 
Extravagance is wicked; so I ’ll keep it for myself! My parrot from the room. | 

















HIS VIEWS. 


THE Rapsit.—The idea! A perfect stranger! 


Fox.— True, but something tells me we were made for each other —at least, to a certain extent. 
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JUST AS EFFICACIOUS. 


MorTHEt Well, Ethel, when you were tempted I hop 


DAUGHTE! No, Mama I jess simply told } 


| 


HAD EYES OF HIS OWN. PHILOSOPHER 
UnNcLE BackKwoops. I ’m beginnin’ to think that young PERAMBULATING 
school-teacher ain’t right in his head. ody “Il exclaim: “ Y« 
Mrs. Backwoops. — What ’s the matter with him ? gimme a regular squat 
UncLeE Backwoops.— Why, he was tryin’ to make me believ« LANGUID LEARY 
that the stars is bigger ’n the moon! don’t lock a bit better 








SILKEN-HAIR-ED EL-O-ISE. 
(/llustrated by the author.) 
Once there was a dear lit-tle girl who lov-ed her moth-er very 
much;—and that is a good deal, I can tell you. 
And the dear lit-tle girl look-ed like this: 
She was ver-y pret-ty. 
And one day her Mam-ma said: “What 
are you going to give me for my birth-day ?” 
Now, the lit-tle girl had not thought a bit 
a-bout what she was go-ing to give her Mam-ma, 
al-though when her own birth-day came a-round 
she would think a great deal a-bout pres-ents. 
And this de-ar lit-tle El-o-ise had not one 
cent to buy anything. But she did have a nee-dle and 
some lin-en cloth, and she could sew. So she made 
up her mind to make a nice cen-tre piece for her 
Moth-er. 








thread ? And how get threads with no mon-ey to suites dike aati daaeag 

get them? Well, this lit-tle girl was a smart child, — ask Mak deat -Bens Scene Sia 

ver-y much like you, my dear,—and oft-en when you're playing the cornet ! 

she look-ed in the glass she saw her-self and no-tic-ed 
that she had love-ly gold-en hair that fell down to her 
shoul-ders and cover-ed up her pink ears. 

So she got her lin-en cloth and her nee-dle, and she 
: went in-to her room and lock-ed the door and cut a 
cuanies eaTrert cooms. hand-ful of hair off and with it be-gan to em-broid-er. 

Oh, Me! Oh, My! How pret-ty 

the gold-en hair did look on the white lin-en 
cloth, and how beau-ti-ful was the pat-tern 
she was em-broid-er-ing. She worked hard 
all day, and when peo-ple came to her door 
and said, “El-o-ise! El-o-ise!” she ans- 
wer-ed not a word. So they sup-pos-ed she 
had gone to the mat-in-ée. 

Now, just at night-fall she finished the 
cen-tre piece, and it was quite too love-ly for 
an-y use. Which is a way such things have. 
And she put it down on her ta-ble, and, 
feel-ing sleep-y, hopp-ed in-to bed. 

Pret-ty soon her Mam-ma, who had 
been out all day shopp-ing, came in and 
went up to the lit-tle girl's room. And 
there, on the ta-ble, she saw the love-ly 
piece of em-broid-er-y. And she said, “Oh! 
How gor-ge-ous-ly ex-qui-site and how won- 
der-ful-ly beau-ti-ful! Who can be going to 
get this?” 

And lit-tle El-o-ise call-ed out from her 
bed: “O Mam-ma, dear! I did n’t mean for 
you to see it un-til to-mor-row, but I em- 
broid-er-ed that for you, my-self! I know 
you ‘Il like it, be-cause I did it with my own 
hands and with my own hair.” 

And at this her Moth-er cri-ed out: “Is 

it hair I see, and not silk?” And she ran 
to the bed-side of El-o-ise and gaz-ed at 
the child. 
And the dear lit-tle thing look-ed 
a5 like this: 
Char-les Bat-tell Loom-ts. 


One half the world does 


Hopps. 
half lives. 


does n’t know how the other half talks. 


Lo 





CONCERNING POETS. 
(With profuse apologies to the cow.) 
I'd never seen a poet, dear, 
I never thought to see one; 
But now I have, I must confess, 
I ’d rather see than be one! 


THOSE SUBURBAN REAL ESTATE AGENTS! 


Mr. GorHaM.—So there are never any 
bad characters here in lovely Lonelyville, eh? 
How about that suburbanite getting sand- 
bagged and robbed on the main street at 
seven o'clock, last night ? 

LONELYVILLE Reat Estate AGENT 


ONE DIFFICULTY. 


“Ves?” 


(unblushingly ).—On! He was attacked by ‘*An’ I says ‘I ‘ll tell yer what ’s the matter with some on "em 
a kleptomaniac ! , 


can’t raise crops with kis mouth! ’” 





But how could she em-broid-er with-out a-ny “Hold on! Why did you move thé 
-7 I thoughtit might be more realisticif I were 


**An’ he says there ’s lot of farmers that says they can’t make farmin’ 





COULD NOT APPRECIATE IT. 


at time?’ 


you look when 


DIALECTS WE ESCAPE. 


n't know how the other 


Dopps. Oh! Well, that ’s balanced; one half 


pay.” 


A man 


the world 





JnO. CASSEL. 
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TOMPKINSVILLE. 


Aunt Sue Blodgett of Tompkinsville 






















































Used to live with my Uncle Will, 
But Uncle Will ain’t around; he died! 
You know, he ’s went to the other side. 
So Aunt Sue ’s tryin’ the best she can 
With jes herself and a hired man, 
In a big white house on the top of a hill — 


And it ’s fun to visit in Tompkinsville 


For Tompkinsville ’s the dandiest place — 
And onct we fellers all had a race, 
And we ran right down the princ’pal street, 
And I scared a cow or you bet I ’d beat 
: And you get your mail at a hardware store, 
EOWIN L. SABIN. And ev’rybody knows who it ’s for, 


And the people whittle, and, My! it ’s still! 


SE ai sae 


There ain't any street-cars in Tompkinsville. 


And, long in the Winter, onct a year, 


Aunt Sue Blodgett she comes up here. 








And we ain’t ’shamed of her, no siree! 
Tho’ she ’s as country as she can be. 
She brings two bags, and I help with one— : 
And, Gee! but I guess it weighs a ton! ; 
And she says: ‘‘ Be careful the things don’t spill — 
It ’s some fancy work made at Tompkinsville f 
if 
That ‘‘fancy work” is butter and cheese, ; 
And honey straight from her very own bees, f 
And mince, and the jam I like the best, : 
And two whole chickens all cleaned and dressed! i 
And Pa says: ‘‘ Looks like the right stuff, Sue! ”’ ; 
And Ma’s that tickled —well, I tell vou ‘ 
Oh, dear! I’m going to tease, until 
We move for always to Tompkinsville 
Edwin L. Sabin 
A LIMITED QUANTITY. HAD THEM PAT. 
UNCLE JosH.— Was you at the meetin’? ‘The paper says they MANAGEI 
raised pandemonium. rules of the roa 
UNcLE StLas.— Well, there was only about twenty-five people rue W se 
in the hall and you can’t expect much pandemonium from that many. 1 guy, get away! 1h 


BENSONETTES, ' 






ARRAIGNMENT. UNCONSCIOUS 
The great pianist bent a terrible look upon us. he mother is about to castigat sons. § 
“You tradespeople,” he thundered, “have no soul for art! anesthetics at the apothecary’s 
Why else do you get my checks cashed, rather than frame them “You are sure the ether will render them thot x 
and hang them up in your front parlors as souvenirs ?” scious ?” she says, as harboring doubts 
We could but wince, thus to testify that we were at least not ‘(Suite sure,” says the chemist 1p 
" . * ° P a ‘ : 
unaware of our limitations. “Oh! How proud I shall be,” ex: ns the woman, “to reflect i 
that I am the mother of boys who don’t know when the e lich i 
Tf womankind had a beard to trim, it would be less likel And it is with joyful anticipation every lineament that she 1e 
to make added custom for barbers, we fancy, than for the leaves the place f 
people who manufacture ribbons and Hamburg edgings. 
Some think a ? j 4 peop 
UNSYMPATHY. a ess Of the t ‘ha fa 
The trillionaire fiercely accused his wife. * COTTON 
“Here I have been working like a slave all day,” BI H , ; \ t 
. ° ° ° ° . = ie Te 1! thor rir e ff XN ¢ ( tt : 
he cried, “to avoid the disgrace of dying rich, only to ZZ +" > aerQons: + pat j 
come home and find that you have saved one dollar y | r ustoricai nove, == 
iene My ' 5 “Burn the witches thunders — the reat divin 
and ten cents by trimming your own hat! Helpmeet I; - ie , : 
Bah!” ; 9 = Lookest thou for a Cotton Mather to shrink ? . 
aia ; ‘ : . . hie with a droll teinki 
The woman regarded him with cold disdain, self- y ng fare totes kl _ 
ss . 1 ¢ ned thee ( rn \ e. hitherte 
centered creature that she was. oo en waka , 
FP protest they who counsel the eTCIS¢ f ( stiay irity. 
, . . § falling at once into the spirit of « stened | nage 
What availeth it a women to put-everything on her back, — * ® BEN" — aie 
and not have enough left to buy a pew well forward? Ses Mas de the 6 y oe P re 
can be worth $100,000 J upon asa la property fifty years 
RESOURCES. acai iat aneis te diidanad inkas salons | 
The heart retired behind a Tall Forehead, and thought itself EMPORIUM 3 
secure. ‘ : 
, “T.evy vas keebing a debartment shtore?’ 
But Love’s resources were by no means exhausted. Levy va ker to agp oa y . . 
“Up, sappers and miners!” commanded Love; and the hordes “Ja; Levy glaims to sell all kinats of beebles in his +f 
of Flattery, obedient to the word, wheeled into action. | A oe ) 


It was such a quiet old home, so comfortably covered with 
wistaria from basement to chimney-tops, and it stood on the corner 
of two such quiet, old-fashioned streets on the East side of New 
York that you would never have imagined that it held six of the 
most: agitated and perturbed women in the great city. But the 
three Miss Pellicoes, their maid, their waitress and 

their cook could not have been more troubled in 
their feminine minds had they been six exception- 

ally attractive Sabines with the Roman soldiery 
in full cry. 

For twenty years — ever since the death of 
old Mr. Pellicoe—these six women had 
lived in mortal fear of the marauding man, 
and the Man had come at last. That very 
evening, at a quarter past eight o’clock, a 
creature who called himself a book-agent had 

rung the front door bell. Honora, the waitress, 

had opened the door a couple of inches, inquired 
the stranger’s business, learned it, told him to 
depart, tried to close the door, and discovered that 
the man had inserted his toe in the opening. She 
had closed the door violently, and the 
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HECTOR. 


One of the most popular short stories of the late H. C. Bunner—reprinted from his *‘ Short Sixes.” 


an entrance to that innocent dovecote. They handed in their wares 
through a wicket-gate in the back-yard and were sent about their 
business by the chaste Honora. 

The next morning, having awakened to find themselves and 
the silver still safe, Miss Pellicoe and Miss Angela set out for a dog 
store whicn they had seen advertised in the papers. It was in an 
unpleasantly low and ill-bred part of the town, and when the two 
ladies reached it, they paused outside the door, and listened, with 
lengthened faces, to the combined clamor and smell that emanated 
from its open door. “ This,” said Miss Pellicoe, after a brief de- 
liberation, “is not a place for ws. If we are to procure a dog, he 
must be procured in some other way. It need not entail a loss of 
self-respect. 

“T have it!” she added with a sudden inspiration. “I will 
write to Hector.” 

Hector was the sole male representative of the Pellicoe family. 
He was a second cousin of the Misses Pellicoe. He lived Out 
West — his address varying from year to year. Once in a long 
while Miss Pellicoe wrote to him, just to keep herself in communi- 
cation with the Man of the family. It made her feel more secure, 
in view of possible emergencies. She had not seen Hector since he 
was nineteen. He was perhaps the last 
person of any positive virility who had 





man had emitted a single oath of deep and 
sincere profanity. He had then kicked the 
door and departed, with a marked limp. 

At least this was the story as Honora 
first related it. But as she stood before 
the assembled household and recounted it 
for the seventh time, it had assumed pro- 
portions that left no room for the charitable 
hypothesis that an innocent vender of liter- 
ature had been the hapless victim of his 
own carelessness or clumsiness. 

« And whin he had the half of his big 
ugly body in the crack o’ th’ dure,” she 
said in excited tones and with fine dra- 
matic action, “and him yellin’ an’ swearin’ 
and cussin’ iv’ry holy name he could lay 
his black tongue to, and me six years cook 
in a convent, and I t’rew th’ whole weight 
o’ me on th’ dure, an’ —” 

“That will do, Honora,” said Miss 
Pellicoe, who was the head of the house- 
hold. She perceived that the combat was 
deepening too rapidly. “ You may go. 
We will decide what is to be done.” 

And Miss Pellicoe had decided what 
was to be done. 


“‘ Sisters,” she said to her two juniors, AC 


pata 


“we must keep a dog.” 
“A dog!” cried Miss Angela, the 








had the freedom of the Pellicoe household. 
He had used that freedom mainly in mak- 
ing attempts to kiss Honora, who was 
then in her buxom prime, and in deco- 
rating the family portraits with cork mous- 
taches and whiskers. Miss Pellicoe clung 
to the Man of the family as an abstraction ; 
but she was always glad that he lived in 
the West. Addressing him in his capacity 
of Man of the family, she wrote to him 
and asked him to supply her with a young 
mastiff, and to send her bill therefor. She 
explained the situation to him, and made 
him understand that the dog must be of a 
character to be regarded as a male relative. 

Hector responded at once. He would 
send a mastiff pup within a week. The 
pup’s pedigree was, unfortunately, lost, 
but the breed was high. Fifty dollars 
would cover the cost and expenses of 
transportation. The pup was six months 
old. 

For ten days the Pellicoe household 
was in a fever of expectation. Miss Pelli- 
coe called in a carpenter, and, chaperoned 
by the entire household, held an interview 
with him, and directed him how to con- 
struct a dog-house in the back-yard —a 








youngest; “oh, how nice!” 

“I do not think it is nice at all,” said 
Miss Pellicoe, somewhat sternly, “nor would you, Angela, if you had 
any conception of what it really meant. I do not propose to keep a 
lap-dog, or a King Charles spaniel, but a dog—a mastiff, or a 
bloodhound, or some animal of that nature, such as would spring 

‘at the throat of an invader, and bear him to the ground!” 

“Oh, dear!” gasped Miss Angela. “I should be afraid 
of him!” 

“You do not understand as yet, Angela,” Miss Pellicoe ex- 
claimed, knitting her brows. ‘“ My intention is to procure the ani- 
mal as a — in fact —a puppy, and thus enable him to grow up and 
to regard us with affection, and be willing to hold himself at all 
times in readiness to afford us the protection we desire. _ It is clearly 
impossible to have a man in the house. I have decided upon a 
mastiff.” 

When Miss Pellicoe decided upon a thing, Miss Angela Pellicoe 
and her sister promptly acquiesced. On this occasion they did not, 
even in their inmost hearts, question the wisdom of the decision of 
the head of the house. A man, they knew, was not to be thought 
of. For twenty years the Pellicoe house had been a bower of vir- 
ginity. The only men who ever entered it were the old family 
doctor, the older family lawyer, and annually, on New Year’s Day, 
in accordance with an obsolete custom, Major Kitsedge, their 
father’s old partner, once junior ot the firm of Pellicoe & Kitsedge. 
Not even the butcher or the baker or the candlestick-maker forced 





dog-house with one door about six inches 
square, to admit the occupant in his inno- 
cent puphood, and with another door 

about four feet in height toemithim, = >~ cs 

when, in the pride of his mature 2®e> 
masculinity, he should rush forth 
upon the burglar and the book- 
agent. The carpenter remarked 
that he “never seen no such a 
dorg as that;” but Miss Pellicoe 
thought him at once ignorant and 
ungrammatical, and paid no heed 
to him. 

In conclave assembled, the 
Misses Pellicoe decided to name 
the dog Hector. Beside the con- 
sideration of the claims of grati- 
tude and family affection, they 
remembered that Hector was a 
classical hero. 

The ten days came to an end when, just at dusk of a dull 
January day, two stalwart expressmen, with much open grumbling 
and smothered cursing, deposited a huge packing-case in the vesti- 
bule of the Pellicoe house, and departed, slamming the doors behind 
them. From this box proceeded such yelps and howls that the 
entire household rushed affrighted to peer through the slats that 
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gridironed the top. Within was a mighty black beast, as high as a 
table, that flopped itself wildly about, clawed at the sides of the 
box, and swung in every direction a tail as large as a policeman’s 
night-club. 

It was Hector. There was no mistake about it, for Mr. Hec 
tor Pellicoe’s card was nailed to a slat. It was Hector, the six 
months-old pup, for whose diminutive proportions the small door 
in the dog-house had been devised; Hector, for whom a saucer of 
lukewarm milk was even then waiting by the kitchen range. 

“ Oh, sister!” cried Miss Angela, “ we wever can get him out! 
You ’ll have to send for a man /” 

“T certainly shall not send for a man at this hour of the even 
ing,” said Miss Pellicoe, white, but firm; “and I shall not leave the 
poor creature imprisoned during the night.” Here Hector yawped 
madly. 

“T shall take him out,” concluded Miss Pillicoe, “‘ »zyse// 

They hung upon her neck, and entreated her not to risk her 
life; but Miss Pellicoe had made up her mind. The three maids 
shoved the box into the butler’s pantry, shrieking with terror every 
time that Hector leaped at the slats, and at last, with the two 
younger Pellicoes holding one door a foot open, and the three 
maids holding the other door an inch open, Miss Pellicoe seized the 
household hatchet, and began her awful task. One slat! Miss 
Pellicoe was White but firm. ‘Two slats! Miss Pellicoe was whiter 
and firmer. Three slats! — and a vast black body leaped high in 
the air. With five simultaneous shrieks, the two doors were slammed 
to, and Miss Pellicoe and Hector were left together in the butler’s 
pantry. 

The courage of the younger Pellicoes asserted itself after a 
moment, and they flung open the pantry door. Miss Pellicoe, look- 
ing as though she needed aromatic vinegar, leaned against the wall. 
Hector had his forepaws on her shoulders, and was licking her face 
in exuberant affection. 

“Sisters,” gasped Miss Pellicoe, “ will you kindly remove him? 
I should like to faint.” 

But Hector had already released her to dash at Miss Angela, 
who frightened him by going into such hysterics that Miss Pellicoe 
was obliged to deny herself the luxury of a faint. Then he found the 
maids, and, after driving them before him like chaff for five minutes, 
succeeded in convincing Honora of the affectionate purpose of his 
demonstrations, and accepted her invitation to the kitchen, where he 
emptied the saucer of milk in three laps. 

“T think, Honora,” suggested 
Miss Pellicoe, who had resumed 
command, “that you might, per- 
haps, give him a slice or two of 
last night’s leg of mutton. Per- 
haps he needs something more 
sustaining.” 

Honora produced the mut- 
ton-leg. It was clearly what 
Hector wanted. He took it from 
her without ceremony, bore it 
under the sink and ate all of it except about six inches of the bone, 
which he took to bed with him. 

The next day, feeling the need of masculine advice, Miss 
Pellicoe resolved to address herself to the policeman on the beat, 

and she astonished him with the following question : 


” 






she washed him in tepid water and sprinkled him with eau de 


“Sir,” she said, in true Johnsonian style, “‘ what height should 
a mastiff dog attain at the age of six months ?” 
The policeman stared at her in utter astonishment 
“They do be all sizes, Mum,” he replied blankly, “ like 
a piece of cheese.” 

** Myrelative in the West,” explained Miss Pellicoe, 
“has sent me a dog, and I am given to understand that 
his age is six months. As he is phenomenally large, 
I have thought it best to seek for information. Has 
my relative been imposed upon?” 

“It’s har-r-rd to tell, Mum,” replied the police 
man, dubiously. Then his countenance brightened 
“Does his feet fit him ?” he inquired. 

“What— what do you mean?” asked Miss Pelli 
coe, shrinking back a little 

“Is his feet like blackin’-boxes on th’ ind of his 
legs?” 
“They are certainly very large.” 
“Thin ’t is a pup. You see, Mum, with a pup, ’t 
is this way. The feet starts first, an’ the pup grows 
up to ’em, like. Av they match him, he’s grown. Ay 
he has arctics on, he ’s a pup.” 


* * * * * 


Hector’s growth in the next six months dissipated all doubts as 
to his puphood. 
cats, aggressive toward the tradesmen at the wicket-gate, impar 
tially affectionate toward all the household, and voracious beyond 
all imagining. But he might have eaten the gentle ladies out of 
house and home, and they would never have dreamed of protest 
ing. The house had found a Head —even a Head above Miss 
Pellicoe. 

The deposed monarch gloried in her subjection. She said 
‘* Hector likes this,” or “‘ Hector likes that,” with the tone of sub 
missive deference in which you may hear a good wife say, “ M1 
Smith wz// not eat cold boiled mutton,” or “ Mr. Smith is very } 
ticular about his shirt-bosoms.” 

As for Miss Angela, she never looked at Hector, gamboling 
about the back-yard in all his superabundance of strength and 
vitality, without feeling a half-agreeable nervous shock, and 
a flutter of the heart. He stood for her as the type of 
that vast outside world of puissant manhood of which 
she had known but two specimens her father and 
Cousin Hector. Perhaps, in the old days, if Cousin 
Hector had not been so engrossed in frivolity and 
making of practical jokes, he might have learned of 
something to his advantage. But he never did 


He became a four-legged Colossus, martial toward 
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For the first time in her life, Miss Angela found herself left to 
watch the house through the horrors of the Fourth of July. This 
had always been Miss Pellicoe’s duty; but this year Miss Pellicoe 
failed to come back from the quiet place in the Catskills, where no 
children were admitted, and where the Pellicoe family, two at a 
time, spent the Summer in the society of other old maids and of 
aged widows. 

“1 feel that you are safe with Hector,” she wrote 

Alack and alack for Miss Pellicoe’s faith in Hector! The first 
firecracker filled him with excitement, and before the noises of the 
day had fairly begun, he was careering around the yard, barking in 
uncontrollable frenzy. At twelve o’clock, when the butcher-boy 
came with the chops for luncheon, Hector bounded through the 
open wicket, right into the arms of a dog-catcher. Miss Angela 
wrung her hands as she gazed from her window and saw the Head 
of the House cast into the cage with a dozen curs of the street and 
driven rapidly off. 

In her lorn anguish she sought the functionary who was known 
in the house as “ Miss Pellicoe’s policeman.” 

‘ Be aisy, Miss,” he said. “Av the dog is worth five dollars, 
say, to yez, I have a friend will get him out for th’ accommodation 

“Oh, take it, take it!” cried Miss Angela, trembling and 
weeping. 


After six hours of anxious waiting, Miss Angela received Hec- 


tor at the front door, from a boy who turned and fled as soon as 
his mission was accomplished. 
at home, and his health seemed to be unimpaired; but to Miss 
Angela’s delicate fancy, contact with the vulgar of his kind had left 
a vague aroma of degradation about him. With her own hands 


Hector was extremely glad to be 
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cologne. And even then she could not help feeling that to some 


extent the bloom had been brushed from the peach. 
* 


Hector was ill very ill. ‘The family conclave assembled 
every night and discussed the 
situation with knit brows and 
tearful eyes. ‘They could 
not decide whether the 
cause of his malady was 
"==--- the unwholesomeness of 
the Summer air in the 
city, or whether it was 
simply over-feeding. He 
was certainly shockingly 
fat,and much indisposed to 
exertion. He had lost all his 
activity; all his animal spirits. He 
spent most of the time in his house. Even his good-nature was 
going. He had actually snapped at Honora. ‘They had tried 
to make up their minds to reduce his rations; but their hearts had 
failed them. ‘They had hoped that the cool air of September would 
help him; but September was well nigh half gone; and Hector 
grew worse and worse. 

“« Sisters,” said Miss Pellicoe, at last, “we shall have to send 
for a Veterinary!” She spoke as though she had just decided to 
send for an executioner. And even as the words left her lips there 
came from Hector such a wail of anguish that Miss Pellicoe’s face 
turned a ghastly white. 





Gy READING POLLY’S 


iq PALM 


NEVER learned Cheirognomy, 
Nor Cheiromancy’s lore, 
But over one, wee, dimpled hand 


I dearly love to pore. 





I touch the dainty finger-tips 
And find a wondrous charm 

In tracing hidden happenings 
While reading Polly’s palm 


I care not what the Line of Life 
Or Line of Head impfirt; 
My anxious mind is centred on 
The wavering Line of Heart. 
I travel up the sacred Mounts, 
In search of boding harm, 
And study signs and characters 
While reading Polly’s palm. 


Jupiter's elevation shows 
A tyrannizing trend; 
Apollo’s hillock signifies 
A bride that may unbend; 
Mar’s Mount denotes resistance 
lo my encroaching arm; 
Alas! My fortunes rise and fall 
While reading Polly’s palm. 


Venus implies some vanity, 
A dear desire to shine, 
And Saturn shows a disbelief 
In ardent vows of mine. 
Cross-lines, which foretell obstacles, 
Fill me with vague alarm ; 
My spirits sink to zero mark 
While reading Polly’s palm. 
> 


A mystic Triangle portends 
A serious set-back; 
A Grille formation indicates 
She ’ll keep me on the rack; 
But one sweet sign emboldens me 
And tenders healing balm; — 
The Circle promises success 
In winning Polly’s palm 
FRANK A. NANKIVELL. 


Anna B. Patten. 
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“ He is going mad!” she cried. 

There was no sleep in the Pellicoe household that night, 
although Hector wailed no more. At the break of day, Miss Pel 
licoe led five other white-faced women into the back yard. 

Hector’s head lay on the sill of his door. He seemed too weak 
to rise, but he thrashed his tail pleasantly against the walls, and ap 
peared amiable and even cheerful. The six advanced. 

Miss Pellicoe knelt down and put her hand in to pet him. 
Then a strange expression came over her face. 

“ Sister,” she said, * I ¢Aiw4—a cat has got in and bitten him.” 

She closed her hand on something soft, lifted it up and laid it 
on the ground. It was small, it was black, it was dumpy. It 
moved a round head in an uncertain, inquiring way, and tried to 
open its tightly-closed eyes. Then it squeaked. 

Thrice more did Miss Pellicoe thrust her hand into the house. 
Thrice again did she bring out an object similar. 

“ Wee-e-e-e!” squeaked the four objects. Hector thrashed 
her tail about and blinked joyfully, all unconscious of the utter 
wreck of her masculinity, looking as though it were the most natural 
thing in the world for her to have a litter of pups—as, indeed, 
it was. 

Honora broke the awful silence, — Miss Angela was sobbing 
so softly you could scarcely hear her. 

“ Be thim Hector’s ?” Honora inquired. 

“ Honora!” said Miss Pellicoe, rising, ‘‘ never utter that name 





in my presence again.” 
‘** An’ fwat shall I call the dog ?” 
“Call 7#’”—and Miss Pellicoe made a pause of impressive 
severity, ‘ call 2z¢— Andromache.” 








SHE HAD. 
BLANCHE.— Did she give Cholly any encouragement ? 
May. —Yes; 
more money than brains. 





she said she might not object to a man with 
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borrowing a good 
deal of trouble, | 
guess 

SmitH.—Well, let | 
him have all he | 
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wants; he ‘ll never 
pay it back. —Detroit 
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great progress 
of the brewing 
industry 
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“You ’ve got to become well acquainted with a classical composition,” said 
the musical enthusiast, “‘ before you can really like it.” 

“Yes,” answered Mr. Cumrox, in an amiable effort to keep up the con 
versation; “it ’s a good deal the same way with a dog.”—/Vashington Star. 


To be without 
it is to miss 
the best aid 
to health and 
happiness 

















THE INCREASED DEMAND 


for HARTFORD TIRES 
and DUNLOP TIRES 


for Bicycles, Carriages and Automobiles, is proof of 
their high standing with tire users. They have a name 
and fame everywhere as being the most successful and 
reliable tires of their respective types. They raise the 
standard of any kind of vehicle in the estimation of the 
: : purchaser. We have in 
stock, and will supply, 
the proper size and 
proper weight tire for 
every kind of wheel. Let 
us send you expert advice regarding the These ore the 
tires best adapted to your needs. wil eeea 7 


Ghe HARTFORD RUBBER WorKS Co. 


HARTFORD, CONN. 














DUNLOP 
DETACHABLE TIRE 
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Constable Co 


has a world-wide repu- 
tation for resiliency, 
speed, comfort and 

durability 






























HARTFORD 
SINGLE TUBE TIRE 


is the synonym for all 


Steamer Rugs, 


| 
| 
$5.00 and $6.00 each.) 


Broadway A> 194 ot. 


NEW YORK 







Physicians Prescribe It 


| FOR THEIR MOST 
DELICATE PATIENTS 


Special Value 
| ’ 









that is excellent and 
advanced in tire 
construction 
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If local dealers cannot supply it, ad 
dress the distillers, 


BERNHEIM BR OS., 
Louisville, Ky. 


Our Hartford Solid Vehicle Tires 
are particularly adapted for use where length 
of service is required. Proper strength 
and uniformity ts guaranteed. 
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In the temple of fame 


The strains of an exquisit« 
O’er a Sohmer Piano deft finger-tips twist 
And the spirits of music are murmuring ‘'! 


America 


is fast becoming 
the wine-making country 
of the world 


GREAT 


WESTERN 
CHAMPAGNE 


—the only Gold Medal 
winning American 
Champagneat the Paris 
Exposition —is aiding 
materially in making 
this possible, by its 
purity, perfection, and 
popularity. The equal 
ot impcrted in quality, 
yet less than half the 
price. 


PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., 


Sole Makers, . - Rheims, N. Y. 
Sold by all Respectable Wine Dealers. 


wren Nise 





SomE people act the hog all their 
lives, and then don’t get much. 
Atchison Globe. 


CHICKEN-FEED in the collection does 


not promise growth of wings on the 
givers.—Ram’s orn. 





4 not only gives o high, glowing,dur- 
able polish to ail metals, but the polish 


Bar Keepers Friend 


lasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 01 
wood while cleaning them. 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by drug 
ealers. nd 2c stamp for sample to George 

295 E. Washington St.,Indi lis, Ind. 
















““CHRISTMAS PUCK,” 1886 i 


two dollars! 


Baltimore 


‘Well, I do 


DoROTHY. 
sarbara? 


Established 1823. 


WILSON 
WHISKEY. 


THE WILSON DISTILLING CO., 


PECULIARITY 
‘T suppose you will vote according to your conscience 
‘IT will,” said the politician who is sadly practical. 


It was delightful, Dorothy. 
two rich old bachelors, a twenty-three-year-old college 
widower.— Detroit Free Press. 


BARBARA.— Oh! 


That’s All! 


OF CONSCIENCE. 


?” said the friend 


‘Pecuniary considerations will not figure ?” 
There ’s nothing that hurts my conscience more that 
to feel that I have been wasting money.”—/Vashington Star. 


ATTRACTIONS. 
Was the intellectual evening at Mrs. Woppers a success, 


We had a bride and groom, 
professor and a six weeks’ 





The Twenty-five Years of Experience 


. 








in the construction of writing machines, which 
are behind the Remington Typewriter, mean 


everything to the purchaser. 
he is getting a reliable machine when he buys a 


REMINGTON 


He knows that 
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KER’S BITTE 


The best stomach regulator. None better in mixed drinks. 





A PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE. 


‘* Two dollars to Forty-second Street? How far away is it 
It ’s some distance from here.” 
‘It is, eh? I paid a cabman two dollars to go somewheres 


ork wunst an’ he got there almost as soon as he 





sais 

That lost appetite easily restored by Abbott’s, the 
Original Angostura Bitters. Take none but the gen 
uine. At grocers and druggists 


Ir you keep both hands busy in patting yourself on the back, and your rival 
uses his in honest work, he will soon get ahead of you.—As¢chison Globe. 
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» get even.—Atchi 





Dr. Kilmer’s SWAMP-ROOT 


Is not recommended for everything; but if you 
have kidney, liver or bladder trouble it will be 
found just the remedy you need. Soki by drug 
gists everywhere in fifty cent and dollar sizes 
You may have a sample bottle of this great kid 
ney remedy sent free by mail, also a pamphlet 
telling all about Swamp-Root and its great cures 
Address, Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., 
and say that you read this in Puck. 








HENRY LINDENMEYR 


AND SONS: 
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- Paper Warehouses 
= 32—36 Bleecker St. 


AND 


— 20 Beekman St. 
— P. 0, Box 2865 


AAA 


Th 


_ NEW YORK. 


= All kinds of paper made to order. = 





and Liquor Habit Cured with 
out inconvenience or detention from 
business. Write THE DR. J. L. 


STEPHENS CO.. Dept. 1.1. Lebanon, Ohio. 











WHEN people discover a man’s weakness, 
they hit it every time they shoot.— Aschison 
Globe. 






“Some New Wall Papers’ 


is the title of our new beoklet aiding in home deco- 
ration. Ellis P. Butler has written it, and the color 
ae show the best wall papers now made. The 

*ltsburg Wall Paper Company, New Brighton, Pa. 
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The Beverage of 
Health 


There is no beverage more healthful than the 
right kind of beer. 


food and a tonic. 


Barley malt and hops —a 
Only 3% per cent of alcohol 
—just enough to aid digestion. 
per cent alcohol; 


Rhine wine is 12 champagne 
pagne, 


20 per cent; whiskey, 40 per cent. 


There are no germs in pure beer, while the sweet 










drinks which you give children are full of them. 
Pure beer is a tonic which all physicians favor. 

They prescribe it to the weak, the run-down, 

the convalescent. And they recommend it to well 


people who want to keep well. 











But get the right beer, for some beer is not health- 
ful. Schlitz is the pure beer, the clean beer, the 
filtered and sterilized beer. No bacilli in it— 
nothing but health. 






And Schlitz is the aged beer that never causes 
biliousness. 





Call for the brewery bottling 


THE BEER THAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS 





A STATESMAN’S TRIUMPH. 


AS IT LOOKS 
FROM THE He did n't try by speec hes 
‘To teach the world his name; 
He told a brand-new story 
And straightway stepped to fame. 
Washington Star. 








Bi_tt.—The average cost of building 
an ocean steamer is one hundred and 


Have _—— two dollars a ton. 
Odiiainter Jitt.— Why, that’s a little more 
For Horse Drawn Car- h: he le ol Ls ale. he D 
lé i oO E P am 

siagedans Aqgeemnebties than the price of coal, is n’t it 

It is reliable and doubles the pleasures of driving by Yonkers Statesman. 

showing exactly how far you go Reads in plain nu 

merals. Our book, giving wheel sizes and full informa 

tion, FREE. In ordering state circumference of whee! 


VEKDER MFG. €O., 16 Sargeant St, HARTFORD, Coun 
Odometers, ( yelometers, Counters and Fine Castings. 





‘“ Pretry cold weather, is n’t it ?” 
| ‘‘Why, it ain’t a marker to what it 
YOUR 7 KNOWS | used to be in the old days before there 











GUNTHER’S CANDIES were sO many thermometers!” — // 
fect 8 = - —— 
How CHEAP BOT SOW out a: y try wre he Soa Een we will dianapolis News. 


supply you express prepaid — 


prices : 
- We. box finest entocted 3 ib. bes finest aye 
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212, "state Street, Chicage, IM 
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We envy Germany. When a man 
owes us a debt, we have no warships 
chison Globe. 
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Happiness only comes by the pint- 
measure. That ’s why some folks 
prefer misery by the bushel.— A//anfa 
Constitution. 
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Alcohol, 
Drug Using. ferries 


The disease yields easily to the 
Double Chloride of Ge id Treat 


ment as the 
KEELEY INSTITUTES. 


Communications confidential. 
Write for particulars. 


ILLIAMS "23 


LDoubsje Lhe | ogg a aS lather 
produced Ly aur olher. 
Mich, moltst, creamy, and 
‘Wont ary on wate Wane A 
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Williams’ Shaving Soap insures double the ease 


double the comfort—double the safety and satisfac- 





tion in shaving—and saves half the effort, time and 
Williams’ 


and always leaves the face 


trouble. Soap is soothing and healing, 


soft, velvety and refreshed. 





Williams’ Soaps sold everywhere, but sent by mail if your dealer does not supply you 
WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK, 25c. SWISS VIOLET SHAVING CREAM, 30c. 
YANKEE SHAVING SOAP (Round or Square), 10c. LUXURY SHAVING TABLET, 25c. 
WILLIAMS’ SHAVING SOAP (Barber's), 






Tria 10 


Triat Size W , A 2 "tee 


oaciged THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn. perm te 


PARIS 2 SYDNEY 











‘S TO A_ FRIEND. 
Ii But she 1 


SHI (of course! 


he ’s sorry she did n't ac 


. 
Opium, 
WHITE PLAINS, N.Y. , 
who owns nh if d nun Globe. 


OGDENSBUOMG, N. Y. 


administere t se | LEXINGTON, MASS, & | [Usethe Great English Remedy 
PROVIDENCE, KR. I. 


WEST HAVEN,CONN, 
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BLAIR’S PILLS} 
Safe, Sure, Effective. §0c. a $t. 
| [DRUGerS iiliam St., N. ¥. 
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THE 


PRUDENTIAL , 


HAS THE 


STRENGTH OF 
GIBRALTAR 


An Annual Income Guaranteed 


WHAT IT COSTS 
WHEN PAID 
HOW PAID 


You hold Good Cards when you play with | 


Bicycle 


Cards- 











Playing 


No other 25c. card is so 
durable and satisfactory. 


Sold by dealers from Greenland to Australia. 


Gold Medal, Buffalo, rgor. 
Grand Prix, Paris, 1go0o. 
Highest Award, Chicago, 1893. 


A 120- page Hoyle mailed for six flap ends 


from Bicycle boxes, or five 2-cent stamps. 


The U.S. Playing Card Co., Dept. 25, Cincinnati, Ohio. 








CHEW 


BEEMANS 


The Original 


Pepsin Gum 


Cures Indigestion 
and Sea-sickness. 


ALL OTHERS ARE 
IMITATIONS. 





SPSS EEFEFOOSES+SESOSEOEOOD 


THe Way or LIFE. 
"T is easy to dispose of debt ; 
But when, by squeeze and strain, 
We extricate ourselves, you bet 
We plunge right in again ! 


— Baltimore News. 


An Ohio farmer with $10,000 in 
crisp bills on his person went slumming 
in Chicago and came through it all 
without being robbed. What a terrible 
reflection on the Chicago talent! — 
Washington Post. 
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to your wife, children, or other beneficiary, for a number of 
years or life. Are you anxious for the preservation of your 
home? You can assure your family of the full benefit of 
your Life Insurance, and thus afford them absolute protection. 





Will be freely and 
plainly told if you 
will fill out and 
mail to us the fol- 


Without somnins myself to any action, I shall be glad to receive, 
free, Sample Whole Life Policy showing Trust Fund Privilege. 




















BENEDICT BROTHERS, 


Not REASSURING. 
“Have — Have you any reasch to believe that your father will exhibit vio- | 


- 

” 
| 
| 
| 


Nene eer 
lence when I ask him for your hand ?” inquired the timid youth. JEWELERS, j 

“T have never been present on any of these occasions,” replied the lovely | Fine Watches, Diamonds | 
girl, evasively. “And, to tell you the truth, I have never wanted to be present.!  oo-vew and Rich Jewelry, ewe view 


+ suppose I am foolishly sensitive about these things, but I can’t help it. 
F remember that Papa took me to a slaughter-house when I was a little girl, 
‘and I dreamed about it every night for months afterward.” — Cleveland Plain 
Deater, 


Have removed to the WASHINGTON 
LIFE INSURANCE BUILDING.... 


141 BROADWAY, v7 
Ce font) 


Cor. of Liberty St., 
[no view 


Sine view NEW YORK. 
Try our Patent Collar Button. 


DEEPLY IMPRESSED. 


the conthractor, the Wash 


90, 949 


“Did yez show Casey, n’t’n monnymint ?” asked 
Mr. Rafferty. 
“Qi did,” answered Mr. Dolan; 
“What did he say ?” 
“He said it wor the tallest one-story buildin’ he iver saw!” 


ton Star. 





‘“‘an’ he wor deeply imprissed.” 


Washing- 


We have found out why we accomplish nothing: It is too hot in Summer, 


and the days are too short in Winter.—Aéchison Globe. 


THOSE editors who speak of persons as having “suicided” would not think 
of using such words as “arsoned” or “bigamied.”— Washington Post. 

Mr. CrRIMSONBEAK.—I guess our neighbor is thinking of getting an auto- | 
mobile. 

ae >? | carry or use. 

Mrs. CRIMSONBEAK.—What makes you think so? au crnene been 

Mr. CRIMSONBEAK.—Why, I saw him in a book-store to- day pricing a : 
volume entitled, “ First Aid to the Injured.”— Yonkers Statesman. 


aime the gums—cleanses, 


teeth—sweetens the breath. No 


beantifies 
powder or — to et | convenient package to 
all Druggists 25c. 


Chicago, U. 8. A. 





A MISERABLE INVENTOR. 
Willy, get up. 














Mama.— Come, now, 


WILLY (yawning dismally ).—Say, 
Ma, who invented “gettin’-up,” any 
how ?—Catholic Standard and Times 


A FEw pages of “straight front” ads 
would also make the Congressional 
Record desirable, and help out its pay- 


roll—Atlanta Constitution. 









NATURE supplies enough for all; but 
she is badly in need of an efficient 
quartermaster.— Beverages. 



















? 


ou one) drink. drink Tr; 
Ow ne® y 3 ‘MbIe 


“<< 


“The Union of Lakes, the Union of Lands, 
The Union of States none can sever; 
The Union of hearts, the Union of hands, 

And the Flag of the Union forever and 





Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS. 














‘i A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” RY RIDER AGENTS WANTED | 






? NB 1900 and 1901 Models, high grade, $710 Sil 

MARTELLS  (QQeeereoesis 
Bad. 4 

(| ep en 

| AD GYGLE OO. i.3) 5, 


to $8. SHIP OM APPROVA 
AT ALL BARS and RESTAURANTS. 


—Medical Press (London , Aug. 1899. F is 
1902 MODELS, $9 to $15 
We ‘iP 
10 DAYS TRIAL without a cent in advance. 









ot Wires ’ aes 


honest J 
made R@VOL VOR? 


that’s Safle to use and 





AFTER THI 


PARADE. 


I seen Brady wit’ his shillaleh; 


he tould me he had no occasion to use it.’ 





Simple iN construction: ‘‘ Phwat the divil! Wohin a man has a 
Wrile for Catelogue 3 shillaleh, can’t he make an occasio 
FIARRINGTON 6 RICHARDSON ARMS (0 » |. 








WORCESTER MASS 


perial hatra Dry Champagne, and then “sweet 
slee 
















One of a pair of practically unsoiled cuffs that speaks eloquently but is not “loud.” 
LACKAWANNA LOCOMOTIVES BURN HARD COAL. 
LACKAWANNA’S ROADBED 1S ROCK-BALLASTED. 

Eight modern passenger trains daily between New York and Chicago. two daily between New York 
and St. Louis, ten daily between New York and Buffalo. Full information at 103 Adams Street, Chicago ; 

Eighth and Olive, St. Louis; 289 Main Street, Buffalo; 429 or 1183 Broadway, New York. 













PRACTICAL ADVICI 


“Your overshoes,” the doctor cried: 


‘Do not forget the same; 


For he who gets cold feet is like 


lo quit life’s busy game.” 


Washington Star. 









VAL ana | 





Pure Rye Whiskey 





It tastes 


old because 


it is old 











CAHN, BELT & CO 
Baltimore, Md 


Ask for 


MARYLAND 
CLUB 





= 
EAT D. 


HAIR TONIC 
THE BEST HAIR RESTORER 
A POSITIVE DANDRUFF CURE 


A hatr-dresring for every perron af refinement 
- eine SOLD amen ERE 

£2. Pl YDS IMPORTATION OFFICE 

ao fast“ 44@ Street - New York 


$250 REWARD 


for information leading to the conviction of an 
dealer having refilled empty bottles of ED. Pt. 
NAUD’S world-renowned 
. es . . 
Eau de Quinine Hair Tonic, 
wv adulterating and tampering in any shape ot 


torm with the original content 


of the same 
ny communication relative to the detectior 


such frauds will be treated in strict confidence 


ED. PINAUD’S 


Latest Exquisite Parisian Perfume 
Brise Embaumee Violette 

















And see that you get ah 





THERE 1s nothing like judiciously 
applied hot air to kill the germs of sus 
picion and distrust.—/uadianap Ves 








North German Lloyd. 


Twin Screw Express Service Every Tuesday 


From New York to Cherbourg ( Paris), Southampton (London), and Bremen 


S.S. Kaiser Wilhelm I1., 19,500 tons register, 40,000 horsepower (building) 
S.S. Kronprinz Wilhelm, 15,000 tons register, 
S.S. Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse, 14,349 tons register, 28,000 horsepowe! 

S.S. Kaiserin Maria Theresia, 8,286 tons register, 17,500 horsepowe 


Twin Screw Passenger Service Every Thursday 


IN THE TRAVELING SEASON 


From New York to Cherbourg | Paris |, Southampton (London), and Bremen. 


S.S. Grosser Kurfuerst, 13,182 tons register, 9,000 h 
S.S. Bremen, 13,000 tons, 9,000 horsepower 


S.S. Friedrich der Grosse, 10,568 tons register, 7,000 horsepower 
S.S. Koenigin Luise, 10,566 tons register, 7,000 horsepowe 
S.S. Barbarossa, 10,769 tons register, 7,000 horsepowet! 


Mediterranean Service About Every Saturday 


From New York to Gibraltar, Naples and Genoa. 


S.S. Hohenzollern, 6,661 tons register, 6,500 horsepower. 
S.S. Lahn, 5,351 tons register, 9,000 horsepower 

S.S. Trave, 5,262 tons register, 

S.S. Aller, 5,217 tons register, 8,000 horsepower 


Offering a direct route from New York to Spain, Italy, Egypt and the 
Particularly recommended to tourists who desire to 
months on the Mediterranean or in Egypt. 


SPECIAL NORTH GERMAN LLOYD EXPRESS RAILROAD SERVICE 


Orient. 


by a luxuriously appointed train de luxe leaving Genoa three times a week by way of 
Milan, Basle and Cologne for Bremen, and by way of Frankfort for Berlin, returning 
from Bremen and Berlin three times a week to 


three hours. 


OELRICHS& CO. 


FOUNDED 1798. 
5 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


3,000 horsepower. 


8,500 he r sePow er 


spend the winter: 


Genoa, and making the run in twenty 
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MAR 12 1902 PUCK 
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CLown.—This go-as-you-please race, ladies and gentlemen, “cs ” 
will be the real thing, and the first rider over the tape wins a Are you ready? Go!!! 
purse of five thousand dollars. 

_ : SE } 
} : " . 
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III. : IV. 
AupiencE.—Hurrah! Hurrah! Hip! Hip! Go it! ‘‘Tiger! Ya! Ya! Ya! Hurrah! Hurrah! Go it, old | 
Tiger!!!! Hurrah gg ! Ya! Yat ” man! Getamoveon! Rah! Rah! Rah! 








: 























Vv 


‘‘Hurrah' Tiger! Hurrah-h-h-h-h! Tiger! Tiger! “Tiger! Tiger! Tiger! Hurrah! Hurray! Tiger! 


Tiger! Hurrah! Bravo! Bravo!” 


J.OTTMANN LITH 





“GO AS YOU PLEASE.” 
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77 INFORMATION 
BUREAUS 


«OF THE... 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


Each city ticket office of the New York 
Central, Boston and Albany, Michigan Cen- 
tral, Lake Shore, Big Four, Pittsburg and 
Lake Erie, and Lake Erie and Western 
Railroads in the cities of New York, 
Brooklyn, Boston, Worcester, Springfield, 
Albany, Utica, Montreal, Syracuse, Roch- 
ester, Buffalo, Niagara Falls, Detroit, Cleve- 
land, Columbus, Indianapolis, Cincinnati, 
Louisville, St. Louis, Chicago, Denver, San 
Francisco, Portland, Los Angeles, and Dallas, 
Texas, is an information bureau where 
desired information regarding rates, time of 
trains, character of resorts, hotel accommo- 
dations, and a thousand and one things the 
intending traveler wants to know will be 


freely given to all callers.5 ~ *% *% 


THE 
FOUR-TRACK 
NEWS 


AN ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 
OF TRAVEL AND EDUCATION. 


Published Monthly by the 
Passenger Department of the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL & HUDSON RIVER R. R. 


THE FOUR-TRACK NEWS will be sent free to 
any address for a year on receipt of 50 cents. Single 
Copies 5 cents. Address George H. Daniels, General 
Passenger Agent, Grand Central Station, New York. 


CORTEZ CIGAR CO., KEY WEST. 


| Memory Training 


New Practical System for Developing and Perfecting the 
Memory Discovered by an Indiana Student-Business 
Man. Is Rapidly Becoming the Wonder of 
Twentieth Century Progress. 








Needed by All, Possessed by So Few, a Good Reliable Memory is 
the Key to Success. Anywhere, Everywhere the Person 
Having the Best Memory Rises to the Top. 





PARTICULARS FREE TO ALL WHO WRITE. 
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D. F. Urbahns. 











For years the world has been waiting for some 1 forget any 
one to discover a system of memory training thing which rm ered would have been 
which might be of actual benefit Not a theo v i Phes re ques 
retical method requiring months or years of — ny of ¢ es thougt ind waen one 

. : ‘ sider th svat 8s now being 
hard study, but a simple, practical system, which ened which will overcome & thease serioas ob 
accomplishes the most in the least time It has st es to KU aa W need is there to hesitate 
remained for Mr. D. F. Urbahns, a student-bus \ ! siness | or minister of th 
ness man of Fort Wayne, Ind., to bring t | \\ be gal tell what 
such a system It is so easy that even a child th y of Mr. Urbahnes His integrity a 
cannot fail to understand It is so plain and l est of purpose x unquestioned He is 
attractive that one can hardly help becoming pre furnish plenty of evidence as to the 
interested in it, and above all it is so intensely \ hod at I ho have u | 
practical that it helps one over the rough rocks j ' OR NE that anyone who feels the 
of life to success, where without its aid absolut« i I j wiser 
failure would be the result Let the reader re thing ! to vestigate this new svater 
eall his or her own experience: bas there ever thoroughly, co g as it does from a source ¢ 
been a time in your life when vou lost money by tir trustworthy Ss ply send your name and 
forgetting a set of fimures or a business appoint ress to Mr DD. I Urbahbns, 1:2 Bass Block 
ment? Did you ever lose a friend by forgetting Fort \ e, Indiana nd the full information 
a name or face which vou most wished to re and | culars W be forwarded to you free by 
member? Did vour friends ever do ou an i return 
jury by forgetting you when you should have R lers are requested to write without delay 

EVER notice that as soon as you get PATIENCI What lovely hats she 
one fiddler paid, another begins to tune | wears! 
up ?—Aschison Globe. PATRICI Yes; you know her hus 
— — band is a landscape gardener, and he 











FOR MEN OF BRAINS designs them Yonkers Statesman, 
IGARS oc 


“or o~ EASE UP! WITH 
“MADE AT KEY WEST— He ‘| . 
These Cigars are manufactured under WW) President 


the most favorable climatic conditions and S uspen ders 


Make yourself comfortable. Take 
from the mildest blends of Havana to- the strain off your shoulders. (et 
bacco. If we had to pay the imported the buckles. i very pair guaranteed 
cigar tax our brands would cost double the 
money. Send for booklet and particulars. 









Trimmings can not Nev 
model now ready for men of heavy 
work ; also small size for boys. 50c 
everywhere, or by mail, postpaid. 


Cc. A. EDGARTON MFG. 00,, 
Box 218, Shirley, Mase. 




















































